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JOE BONOMO IS MY HERO. In o world full of blowhards 
and phony baloneys, JB was an everyman evangelist of joy, 
power, truth and all things noisy and smelly and exciting. 


He is single-handedly responsible for injecting superpositivity into the lives of millions, and although his name rests in rela- 
tive obscurity today, his footnote is a lengthy one which sparkles with accomplishments and ideas that affect us every day, 
and his legacy is evident in every barbell wielding convolute, every bald spot infomercial, every new age soul-tapping ideolo- 
gy, every mouthful of peanut brittle, every blessed bargain bin record you scored right before you joined the Record Club of 
America, every armchair logism you choose to ponder. A checkered bragbook, you murmur. Mayhaps, say |, but the root stock 
whose eager stem has fallen victim to graft and false bonsaification remains burbling with elixirs ready for the quaff. 


Joe Bonomo was born a Coney Island baby on 
Christmas day, 1901, to immigrants Al & Esther 
B. who ran a small ice cream and candy business 
on the boardwalk. According to Bonomo legend, 
Joe's dad mistook the torch on the Statue of 
Liberty for an ice cream cone when his ship was 
pulling in from Istanbul, causing him to produce 
and promote his Turkish interpretation of the cool 
& creamy. Despite a childhood full of sweets, lit- 
tle Joe sprouted into a skinny little fellow, brunt of 
many jokes. The neighborhood nickname 
“Toothpicks” caused the shy lad much pain and 
steered him clear from local sandkickers. Joe 
opted for lone adventures above and below the 
boardwalks with only the company of his faithful 
pup, Babe. The grand Coney amusements of Luna 
Park and Dreamland were a grand source of 
inspiration for a small boy and little Joe became 
hypnotized by the money making schemes and 
various carnival enticements that surrounded 
him. One day he met up with a Polish strongman 
named Ladislaw who chided Joe’s negligible 
frame and told him that he too could be strong, 
popular and rich if he would start eating right 
and exercising. Joe took the advice to heart and 
never looked back. Through hard work, observa- 
tion and a positive attitude (a/k/a blood, 
sweat & tears) Joe went from 

“Toothpicks” to a star football ram- 

charger to a gymnast to the ultimate 

Strongman in a few short years. Along 

the way, he absorbed every carnival 

antic, every sideshow persuasion, and 

every magic trick that was offered up 

from the streets of Coney Island, USA. 

He befriended every wrestler and mus- 

cleman who came through Brooklyn, 


right: One of the first cutout record 
bins in history. Check out 
those prices! 

Left: Under the ficticious cover, 
a small sampling from 
the hundreds of actual 
Bonomo Minis 


including the astonishing Sandow and the 
mighty, leopard-loined Charles Atlas, who 
became his pal and mentor. He learned, too, 
from the crowds at Coney, what was expected of a 
star attraction. He was star-struck by the stage 
and motion pictures and by the grandeur of the 
ballroom dance, by the glitz and spritz and glam- 
our of all that was show business—and he gave 
everything a shot. Joe somehow managed to also 
add fencing, hockey and wrestling to his sports 
persuasions, a motley variety to be sure, but hav- 
ing been hatched in the hub of happiness, Joe 
inherently knew that the key to success was a 
balanced combination of the mental, the physi- 
cal, and the spiritual. 


Fresh out of high school, Joe saw a talent 
search ad in the Daily News for “The Modern 
Apollo” and decided to try out with the help of 
Charles Atlas, who suggested he do some posing 
in his signature leopard skin loin cloth. He won 
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the contest (beating out over 5,000 other appli- 
cants!), which featured a grand prize role in a 
motion picture with silver screen goddess Hope 
Hampton. Of course, this was in the silent era, 
and Joe’s animated physique and features made 
him a natural—his fearless nature also gave 
him the advantage of adding “stuntman” to his 
list of occupations. Soon Joe was grappling lions 
and tigers, leaping off flaming rooftops and 
doing the impossible for Hollywood directors. His 
film and serial credits include acting and/or 
stunt doubling in Eagle’s Talons, Beasts of 
Paradise, Leather Pushers, The Fighting Marine, 
The Chinatown Mysteries, | The Circus Mystery, 
Wolves of the North, The College Cowboy, The Sea 
Tiger, The Vamping Venus, The Golden Stallion, 
Phantoms of the North, Skinner Steps Out, 
Noah’s Ark, Battling With Buffalo Bill, Courtin’ 
Wildcats, The Record Breakers, Big Time, The 
Lost Special, The Phantom Fortune, The Thrill 
Girl, The Black Cats, The Iron Man, The 
Hunchback of Notre Dame, Perils of the Wild, 
Flaming Frontier, Cecil B. 
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DeMille’s The Sign of the Cross, As You Desire Me 
with Greta Garbo, and Radio Detective. He was a 
natural for the lead in 1928's Tarzan The Mighty 
and as the gorilla in Murders In The Rue Morgue 
(with Bela Lugosi!), and we have all thrilled to 
Bonomo’s many roles in the classic Island Of The 
Lost Souls, particularly that of the Tiger Man. 


Joe was so Popular in the days of these films 
and adventure serials that he had to hire people 
on to answer his fan mail. Folks would write in 
wanting to know how they could develop muscles 
and being the great guy that he truly was, Joe 
scripted a brief form letter describing the steps 
to attaining a healthy physique. This soon devel- 
oped into a mail order sideline, with Joe hiring on 
an elderly Coney couple, family friends the 
Ludwigs, to handle the job. Joe felt particularly 
sympathetic toward youngsters who wrote in— 
he, after all, had been a “Toothpicks” himself — 
that he started a Bonomo Boys Club that func- 
tioned both as a mail order vehicle, and as an 
in-person celebrity do-good club. 
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With the dawn of the talkies, Bonomo was 
selected to play Anthony opposite Claudette 
Colbert in DeMille’s Cleopatra, with the condition 
that he be able to master the vocal delivery in the 
screen test. Joe knew he was in trouble—his 
thick Brooklyn accent would never cut it on the 
big screen (somebody tell Tony Curtis!) and 
although he again gave it the old college try with 
voice lessons, he was unable to get the role. Joe 
was temporarily heartbroken. Although a career 
as a stuntman was still viable, that avenue was 
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closed by Joe him- 
self after the death 

of an old buddy, 
daredevil Al Wilson, 
whose face was blown 
off during an air raid 
scene. That same year, 
Joe also nearly killed 
western star Buck Jones 
when he threw a chair at 
him while filming a 
fight. Buck didn’t duck 
in time and took the chair 
in the chest, resulting in 
broken rips and a frac- 
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tured back. Athird incident | #4 — 


proved the last chapter in 
Joe's stunt career. Joe broke 
his hip in a car crash scene 
and upon being x-rayed was 
informed that he had now 
broken thirty-seven bones in 
Hollywood and that his stunt- 
ing days were over. Joe refused 
to believe the diagnosis and 
checked into the Mayo Clinic for 
a second opinion, but to no 
avail—the studios didn’t want a 
dead Bonomo on the 
set. 


Coming off the 
Hollywood merry- 
go-round was diffi- 
cult, but at the same 
time, other events in Joe’s life made 
new avenues open up. He married his 
dancing partner Ethel, baby Joan was 
born, and Joe’s dad Al became seri- 
ously ill, calling Joe and his girls back 
to Brooklyn, where Joe began some 
deep thinking about his new family's 
future. Al Bonomo died soon after 
Charles Ludwig, the man who had 
been in charge of Joe’s muscle mail 
order business, leaving both compa- 
nies in need of leadership. Joe took 
them both on by combining them into 
a truly unique form. Around this same 
time, Joe rekindled a friendship with 
Tony Bruno, the photographer better 
known as Bruno of Hollywood. Tony had relocated 
to New York and was eager to get his studio off the 
ground and suggested to Joe that they work 
together on a publishing venture, much like that of 
revered health czar Bernarr MacFadden. Thus was 
born, in 1939, the landmark Beautify Your Figure 
(sporting then-unknown June Havoc on the cover, 
who came recommended by her sister Gypsy Rose 
Lee!), which sold out of the initial ten thousand 
copies instantly. Soon, Joe was king of the one- 
shots, keeping up with what he correctly consid- 
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above: Some of the many letterheads of 
various Bonomo business ventures 


ered public demand, producing manuals on mus- 
cle development, dancing, and social skills. His 
distributor, American News, urged him to start a 
monthly magazine, which he did, resulting in the 
excellent, but ill-fated Good Healthkeeping, of 
which he never produced a second issue due tv 
mismanagement from A.N. 


Although he took a major loss with his asst 
ciation with AN., Joe scrambled to keep his pub: 
lishing venture afloat. His Building Body Powe 
manual of 1940 is the blueprint for all self hel? 
courses to come—in it, Joe encourages men from 
all walks of life to get with the program san 
“To many of us, at any time, may come dare 
that call for maximum physical preparednes 
wherein not only our own future but the eA 
our country might be fatefully imperiled. The hh 
was met with the same enthusiasm ae 
sales as the ill-fated Beautify Your Figure, DM 
time, Joe kept distribution in-house. Mean’ 4 
the Bonomo publishing empire was exploding 
innovative Your Figure Beautiful was 4 flsaer 
women's health and fitness magazine that IN? 

ed fashions, exercise, diet, import 
on “getting and holding a man”, S 
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line improvement tips, and very importantly, dance 
tips. Bonomo loved to dance. He himself was an 
award winning dancer, and believed that shaking 
a leg was the paramount culmination of the body, 
mind and soul in action, and the ultimate tool for 
attaining social success and improving the per- 
sonality. The mystical Bonomo Ritual was a six 
week bust improvement course. The bosom was, 
after all, in Joe’s eyes, ”...the thrilling symbol of 
Woman Eternal, the key to romance and feminine 


fulfillment! Nothing can equal the thrill of being 
wanted.. the poise and self-assurance that come 
from an alluring bust contour!” 


Called upon to speak for the war effort, 
Bonomo Pub. Co. produced the prototype 
Bonomo mini in 1943 with his delightful Protect 
Yourself, a 1943 health manual for war workers 
that featured perky female nudie cartoon 
instructionals. Here Bonomo, unlike Atlas or con- 
temporary body building gurus, urged the ladies 
to get with the program too, and in a most 
refreshing manner. Bonomo informed femmes 
that it was vital that dames retain their feminine 
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above: The prototype Bonomo Nini, 
Protect Yourself, issued in 1943, 


right: “Exercise” illustrations from 
Protect showed Rosie the Riveter 
how to stretch in style. 


» PULL UP A CHAIR... 
3 3 AND LET’S TALK ABOUT 
NARCOTICS 


appeal. “At the end of your shift,” said he, “ slip 
out of slacks and immediately into an evening 
gown and immediately resume your glamorous 
role.” No rest for the weary in Bonomo Land. 


Besides reviving and expanding the publishing 
empire, Joe also decided to jump-start his inher- 
ited confections company by establishing a strong 
in-house distributorship for that business also . 
Calling on his Coney Island carnival spielsman- 
ship, and observing the pub- 
lic’s interest in the new and 
unusual, Joe began a most 
unusual approach to supply 
and demand. He had been 
fascinated from childhood 
days by the sales approaches 
of the various boardwalk 
hawkers, and indeed as a boy, he had managed to 
put some of these techniques to work. Now, hav- 
ing lived through the high life of Hollywood, and 
the war years and personal health and finance 
problems, Joe decided to tap a market of ordinary 
people. He had grown up a regular Joe, he had 
dreamed ordinary dreams, and knew that success 
and good things could be attainable by anyone. 
But he also wanted to educate his consumers— 
he wanted to give them all the nice things that 
were out of their price range, niceties that most 
folks thought they could never afford. An all out 
plan left little undone. Joe’s master plan included 
inexpensive how-to manuals on everything from 
improving your personality to building up your 


EXERCISE No, 3— 
For abdominal 
muscles and inter- 
nal health. Lie on 
your back; brace 
hips with hands. 
Swing legs up in 
wide circle, touch- 
ing floor behind 
you. A few times at 
first; more later. 


EXERCISE No, 4— 
Modification of 
“Russian Dance.” 
Squat down; extend 
right leg out as 
shown in sketch. 


Return to squat po- 
sition and sey 


with other leg. 
About 10 times, 
each leg, is enough. 


EXERCISE No. 5— 
“Push Up" is 
swell for arms and 
shoulders, Lie flat 
on stomach. Push 
yourself up with 
your arms as shown 
in drawing. Don't 
overdo this in the 
Start, and never 
more than 10 times. e 


bustline, vitamin and diet plans and pills, gyms 
and health clubs nationwide (well, this never 
materialized, but the idea was well ahead of its 
time- in fact today’s top bodybuilding honcho Joe 
Weider was struggling with a start when Bonomo 
was ruling the roost), plus now he was selling per- 
sonal and home products in the form of remainder 
stock and knock-offs of gadgets and novelties, 
watches and jewelry, lamps and furniture items, 
paints and solvents, games, toys, books—by the 
bucket. He would buy odd-lots for next to nothing, 
or previously “unsellable” new merchandise, and 
with flashy ad campaigns, would sell, sell, sell at 
chain stores like Rexall and Woolworth and 
Walmart. Of merit to music lovers was Joe's bril- 
liant single-handed invention of the “cut-out 
rack” for out of print and remainder stock LP’s 
and 45 rpm records. 


Being a man with a sweet tooth (bizarrely, 
he promoted the eating of candy in all his body 
building manuals, claiming that lots of candy 
was imperative for good muscle tone!), Joe felt 
obligated to make tasty nuts and confections 
accessible to those with limited means. 
Naturally, Bonomo Turkish Taffy was tops in 
sales at Joe’s place- it sold in all shapes and 
sizes—the foot long slabs that mimicked the 
look of a rubber chest expander gave the impres- 
sion of a lot of goody for a low-low price, when 
actually its avoirdupois was the same as a 
smaller, thicker, less ostentatious competitor's 
product. A delightful taffy sales booster for the 
chains was the rotating “dump display” which 
slowly revolved, displaying a veritable mountain 
of wax-wrapped taffies. An exhaust fan was set 
up to blow the scent of peppermint out into the 
street, thus pied-pipering snack happy mongrels 
into the stores. The same smell savvy technique 
was used in Joe’s groundbreaking middle-class- 
ing of the then-exotic cashew nut, which was 
very popular but prohibitively expensive. Joe 
contacted nut importers and purchased broken 
cashews and butt ends at a fraction of the price 
of whole nuts. Salted and roasted hot in the 
stores in eye catching displays, and with the 
luscious odor pumped out into the streets, the 
sales of cashews sent nut sales into orbit. The 
chains loved this reel-‘em-in technique, as once 
the consumers were in the store stocking up on 
nuts and candy, they could be further induced 
into purchasing other frivolities and possibly 
even a few necessities. 


One publishing sideline which ended up being 
vastly profitable in chain stores was the Bonomo 
“mini”, which had started back in ‘43 with JB's 
war workers health manual. These tiny one shot 
mini-books were exactly pocket sized 64 page 
manuals with sturdy colorful covers, covering a 
vast array of problems—again, there were 


continues on page 45 


(as usual, all spelling and grammar are retained 
from the original album jacket) 


The Dawn of 
the Slack Hearts 
— Mayhem trom Norway) 


“We have no vocalist anymore! Dead 
killed himself two weeks ago! It was real- 
ly brutal, first he cut open all his arteries 
in the wrists and then had blown off his 
brains with a shotgun. | found him and it 
looked fucking grim, the upper half of his 
head was all over the room, and the lower 
part of his brain had fallen out of the rest 
of the head and down on the bed. | of 
course grabbed my camera immediately 
and made some photos, we'll use them in 
the next Mayhem LP. | and Hellhammer 
were so lucky that we found two big 
pieces of his skull and we have hung on 
necklaces as a memory. Dead killed him- 
self because he lived only for the true old 
black metal scene scene and lifestyle. It 
means black clothes, spikes, crosses and 
So on..But today there are only children in 
jogging suit and skateboards and harcore 
moral ideals, they try to look as normal as 
possible. This has nothing to do with 
black, this stupid people must fear black 
metal! But instead they love shitty bands 
like Deicide, Benediction, Napalm Death, 
Sepultura and all that shit!! We must take 
this scene to what it was in the past! Dead 
died for this cause and now I have 
declared war! I'm angry, but at the same 
time I have to admit that it was interesting 
to be able to examine a human brain in 
rigor mortis. Death to false black metal or 
death metal! Also to the trendy hardcore 
people..Aarrgghhi! 


-Eronymous, 


April 1991, two weeks after Dead's suicide. 


F (From the Kugelberg Irritainment Archive.) 
page 


Dean Martin Cloned 


Following his death in 1995, there were several reports that DNA samples from Dean Martin wer 
taken via his hair and skin. Doctors in China claim to have cloned Dino from these very tissues 
Above, a photograph smuggled out of a secret Beijing hospital seems to support these claims. 
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In honor of the Super Bowl last January, a Los Angeles radio station ran a “Super Bowl Crazy 
Stunt” contest. One of the finalists was Mike Garcia, 25, whose practiced stunt consisted 
of swallowing his glass eye, regurgitating it and then reinserting it. But once 
swallowed, the pressure of the limelight kept the eyeball 
down, despite a huge meal and 15 minutes of self- 
induced vomiting, much of which was broadcast live. 
Rather than winning a new Ford Escort, Garcia left 
the station’s studios with an empty left eye socket, 
soiled clothing and the prospect of 
spending $1,500 for a new eye. 
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In Wanganui, New Zealand, a 2/ 
year-old man armed with a 
bomb took a radio station manager 

hostage and demanded that the station play 
“The Rainbow Connection” by The Muppets repeatedly for twelve 
hours to “tell people how he felt.” The station complied, and nobody 
was hurt. 


Burton W. Schlatter 


Back in 1973, the California Highway Patrol announced that the num- 
ber of people flinging themselves off the Golden Gate bridge was 
approaching 500. A rash of 
SS) attempted suicides followed, including one 
_ fjumper who was wearing a shirt reading “500.” In 1995, as the magic 
number approached 1000, a Bay Area radio station went one step fur- 
ther, offering prizes to the I oootk jumper. Of course, there was a catch. 


The winner would have to pick up his goods at the station in person. 


In Argentina, one of the country’s most popular radio programs is 
Radio La Colifita, or Loony Radio, which originates from the Borda 
Psychiatric Hospital in Buenos Aires. The program broadcasts 
live interviews, commentary and songs from the courtyard of the 
hospital, and features patients like Garces, the Emperor of 

Paranoia and Pujo, the Correspondent from Mars. In May, Radio 
La Colifita garnered one of Argentina’s top broadcasting awards 

in recognition of the show’s social contribution and popularity. 


Ben Jackson 


The Hound's R&B Puzzler 


MATCH THE MUSICAL CREAT TO 
THEIR FORMER OCCUPATION 


Translatién Mutation 


When Perdue Chickens ran TV ads in Latin America, the 
tag line “It takes a tough man to make a tender chicken” 
was overdubbed in Spanish as “It takes a sexually stimu- 
lated man to make a chicken affectionate.” 


1) Johnny Guitar Watson a) Hairdresser 
2) Larry Williams b) Pimp 


3) Mickey “Guitar” Baker c) Pimp 
4) Charles Mingus d) Pimp 
5) Johnny “Two-Voice” Morisette e) Pimp 
6) Chuck Berry f) Pimp 


Coors beer slogan “Turn it Loose” translated into Spanish 
as “Suffer From Diarrhea.” 
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e The verdict is in. Government analysts announced © Former Orange County Treasurer Robert Citron e Bo Gritz, white supremacist, FBI negotiator and 
that the CIA's $20 million project to utilize psychics caused the largest local government bankruptcy in hero of the recent CBS mini-series “Ruby Ridge” 
resulted in a 15% accuracy rate. Among other U.S. history when his investment decisions plunged was apparently receptive to receiving the endorse- 
things,the department hired psychics to pinpoint the county over three billion dollars into the red: ment of a (potentially non-white) space alien during 
Muammar, Khaddafi's location prior to the U.S.’s Citron recently blamed the losses on bad advice he-—--his 1992 presidential bid. Gritz’s Vice Presidential 
1986 bombing raid on Libya,-and-to- locate North received on interest rates froma mail-order psy---- candidate Cyril Minett convinced Gritz-to-fly his pri- 
Korea's secret stash of plitonium: © *°"' > * ‘° ©° \hi¢> But'he did have another prediction - Citron _vate plane to the Tehachapi mountains north of L.A. 
= 2° \earned during two trances last year that ‘he would to'meet “Hatonn,” a nine foot talt reptile from a 
be sentenced to community service for his error; land far, faraway. ‘Gritz was disappointed when the 
_ but would serve no time in jail. meeting and subsequent endorsement came instead 
from a human being who was merely channeling the 
mighty lizard. 


Save our souls, because we're all running with the Devil and there- 
fore we don’t want God to save our souls for we love sin more than 
God!” And this is the condemnation, that light is come into the 
world, and men loved darkness rather than light, because their 
deeds were evil.” (John 3:19) The bare facts hit me between the 
eyes as God turned the searchlight on in my heart and woke up my 
conscience. Out of His love for me, He gave me a revelation of His 
holiness and my wretchedness, just as He did the prophet Isaiah. 
God showed me the difference between light and darkness, good 
and evil, truth from lies, the same things Dave had told me earlier 
that week only magnified. 

| faced the reality that there was a God and a Devil and that | 
was “Running With The Devil” on the “Highway to Hell” with “No 
stop signs or speed limits” to slow me down. |, along with 13,000 
other people that night, was living my “Life in the fast lane” on the 
broad road to destruction. 

God showed me that | had been deceived throughout my entire 
life into believing that Baptism, Pennance, “Holy” Eucharist, 
Confirmation, Matrimony, Holy Orders, and Extreme Unction were 
God's ways of salvation. He showed me that my car, drugs, women, 
bike, and rock idols were nothing more than “Dust in the Wind.” 

Right there in the middle of the concert | cried out to God, 
“What must | do to be saved?” It was at that moment that God - by 
His grace and mercy, showed me the ONLY WAY off Hell’s Highway. 

The alternate route from sin to Him was to R-E-P-E-N-T and B-E-L- 
I-E-V-E the Gospel! 

God told me to use David Lee Roth's own words against him to 
expose Roth as a liar and to prove God true. While Roth screamed, 
“Running with the Devil,” | cried unto God, “God save my soul right 
here in the middle of this Van Halen concert!” Glory Hallelujah! 
Jesus answered my prayer, sobered me up instantly and set me free 
from drugs, illicit sex, booze and rock-n-roll, 


roll concert. “Now | just can't give up my rock-n-roll.” | rea- 

soned. “Not my rock-n-roll music! God doesn't want me to give 
up rock-n-roll music, does He?” Why rock music glorifies God, 
doesn’t it?” 

So | stumbled into this Van Halen concert with one intention, 
and one intention only. The drugs, the booze, the sex... could get 
them anytime and anyplace. But that night | was going to study my 
idols upon the stage. | observed how each member of the group 
related to each other. | studied how the group would react to the 
crowd and how the crowd would respond to the group. | had dreams 
of being a rock-n-roll lead guitarist myself. | even took a year and a 
half of guitar lessons and | dreamed of really going places. 

The lights dimmed and with a scream the concert began. As 
with every concert | went to, | was fully prepared for the experience. 
My head was always pumped full of drugs and booze. I'd leave my 
friends behind in the bleacher seats and post myself five feet from 
the stage where I'd stand, playing my air guitar. 

Right in the middle of the concert, David Lee Roth, while hold- 
ing a fifth of Jack Daniel's in one hand and a joint of marijuana in 
the other shouted to the crowd, “NOT EVEN GOD CAN SAVE YOUR 
SOUL AT A VAN HALEN CONCERT!! The crowd of 13,000 people 
roared to their feet giving him a standing ovation and yelling for 
more, more blasphemy! They loved his utter defiance of God! 

| was quite stunned at the remark and reaction. | contemplat- 
ed, “Now why would David Lee Roth say that God can't save your 
soul at a Van Halen concert? Why would he even mention God at a 
God forsaken place like a rock-n-roll concert? Was it just part of the 
stage show? Now if it was, why did he have such a compelling look 
on his face and why did the crowd love it so much?” Just then David 

Lee Roth answered all my questions by singing the next song: 
“Running With The Devil.” | concluded, “Now | know why God can't 


|= Friday night, Nov. 7, 1980, there was a Van Halen rock-n- 


FROM RUNNING 


WITH THE 


TO WALKING 


WITH JESUS 


he is anew 
Therefore if any man be in Christ 

creature: old things are passed away. Behold 
all things become new. ll Cor, 5:17 
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Jazz Trash 


Songlines SGL 1506-2 CD 


Also hear Ellery's group live 
on the Songlines Anthology 
(SGL 4201-2) with more 
previously unreleased, 
genre-bending explorations by 
Dave Douglas, Paul Plimley, 
Andy Laster, Ben Monder, 
BABKAS, Human Feel, Patrick 
Zimmerli etc....mid-price at 
good record stores. 


“One of the most stimulating bands of 
the decade. Their 1995 record remains 
one of the unsung treasures of recent 
creative music troves.” — John Corbett 


“Eskelin's personal compositional 
vision, his supple phrasing and 
gorgeous tenor sound all qualify him 
as a major player in today's creative 
music....One of the great emergent 
talents of our time.” — Down Beat 


For credit card orders and information on the entire Songlines catalog: 


Festival Distribution, 1351 Grant St., Vancouver V5 2X7, Canada ® telephone 
1 800 633 8282 or (604) 253-2662 ® fax (604) 253-2634 

Cadence, Cadence Blidg., Redwood NY 13679 ® telephone (315) 287-2852 

© fax 1 800 730-8277 or (315) 287-2860 

DNA Multimedia, http://www.dna.bc.ca (Plimley enhanced CD demo, 

music samples and internet orders) © 1 800 797-3303 ® fax (604) 732-5712 


Box 421 - 810 W. Broadway, 
Vancouver V5Z 4C9, Canada 
© fax (604) 737-1678 

¢ e-mail treif@songlines.com 
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Poi Dog Pondering 


Professor and Maryann Epic Soundtracks 


Lead Us Not Into Change My Life Electrique Plummagram 
Penn Station (ed only) (maxi cd) 
{cd only) 
Vi al Si moa bbb 
HEHSCLUB: 
y Se 
x ¢ 
, 


Mensclub Kate Jacobs Roc 
Comin’ To Take A Sister ROC 
You Away (ed ep only) (ed only) 


(cd/limited |p) 


Recent Releases 

The Scene Is Now 

The Oily Years (CD only) 

The Harvest Ministers 

A Feeling Mission (CD only) 
Tiny Lights 

Young Persons Guide... (CD only) 
The Embarrassment 

heyday 1979-83 (double CD) 
Kathy McCarty 


Sorry Entertainer (CD-EP only) 


Upcoming Releases 


Arto Lindsay 


Also: 

Glass Eye 
Shrimp Boat 
Brian Dewan 
The Health & Happiness Show 
Tindersticks 
Wallmen 

Bob Wiseman 
Drink Me 
Lonesome Val 
Chocolate USA 
Peadar O Riada 
Freedy Johnston 


Shirk Circus 


The Subtle Body (CD only) Swales 
The Henrys Yo La Tengo 
Puerto Angel (CD only) 
Peadar O Riada 
Winds-Gentle Whisper (CD only) 

CD's $12 


Embarrassment CD $18 


SS Poi Maxi CD $10 

EBA rR McCarty CD-EP $ 8 

CBee Jacobs CD-EP $ 8 

Cassettes $ 8 

Bar/None Records comes Mensclub LP $ 9 
POBox 1704 er Sant S&H $1.50 per title 
Hoboken, NJ 07030 bee i ne | NJ residents please 
www.bar-none.com add 6% sales tax 


Celebrating our LOth year of harmonious bliss. 


This news item ran in the Los Angeles Times Dec. 16, 1974. Fos Agel? 


Rodney Eskelin was my father. 


: December 16, 1974 
| was recently at the New York Public Library and decided to j — h 9 n 
search the records for any mention of this event. | had always M sterious Deat 
suspected that there would be and here it was. | was familiar y d Freeway ¢ 
with the circumstances of his death but was shocked by the Hollywoo , 
hold matter of fact delivery and yet, strange as it sounds, able ES-Leaping ot falling from | | 
to draw a certain amount of strength and comfort from the _ LOS Saint onto the Hollsre 
reality of it. Sometimes | feel that my father probably had a ae, a man ee, ae gale 
more profound effect on my life than anyone I’ve ever met. It’s - Eskelin, 37, Se eee Police said | © 
quite a legacy especially given the fact that | had almost no ain. plunged down Se wine 
direct contact with him before he either accidentally or inten- pres Blvd. a5 aad 
tionally left this world. ) north J pot avoid him 

<a anton gern” 


leet ee 


RODD KEITH 


by Ellery 
Eskelin 


Rodney Keith Eskelin, (or Rodd as he spelled his name), was con- 
sidered a musical genius by every person that I’ve ever spoken to 
who knew him. For most of my life this story would remain a 
deeply private one, difficult to gain a perspective on let alone try 
to relate and share with others. In 1994, however, that all 
changed. | discovered that my father, Rodd Keith, (as he was 
known in the music business), had himself been discovered by an 
intrepid record collector and was now gaining cult status for his 
work in the “song poem” industry. “Song poem” music refers to 
those “send us your lyrics” ads that you've probably seen in mag- 
azines. Rodd was one of the people who set those words to music 
and recorded the songs which were then “sent around” as promo- 
tion on behalf of the client. A strange process that produced even 
stranger results. This is Rodd’s (and my) story. 


Rodd’s musical beginnings centered largely around the church. 
His father found religion in mid-life, became a minister and took 
his wife and three sons into the heartland of America to preach 
the Gospel. A very musical family, the Eskelin’s formed a singing 
group and traveled throughout the Midwest performing for 

A pioneer in the “song poem” industry, Rodd Keith recorded hundreds of demos for aspiring song- revivals and even cutting a few 78’s along the way. At an early 
Wilters. Several of his more bizarre creations can be heard on “Beat of the Traps”, “The Makers of © age, Rodd showed great musical prowess playing a variety of 
Smooth Music” and the forthcoming “I Died Today.” page 9 


instruments and writing choir and instrumen- 
tal arrangements for various church groups. 
After finishing his religious schooling in 
Florida, Rodd was assigned to a church in 
Baltimore to handle the music program. It 
was here that he met my mother Roberta, (also 
a musician), married her and took to the road, 
traveling across the country playing music 
while looking for a place to settle. “Rodd and 
Bobbie” were a two keyboard team playing 
piano and organ. They eventually wound up 
doing a weekly live television program in 
Wichita, Kansas in the late 50s called “Just a 
Song at Twilight”. It was here that | was born 
in 1959. By this time, however, Rodd’s ties to 
the church and religion were becoming tenu- 
ous. He had always been something of the 
charming eccentric (part of what made him 
attractive to my mother in the first place), yet 
it soon became apparent that Rodd had 
his own way of looking at the 
world and that it 


was not ar THE 
always pume 
oM 

compatible & Bovr'* 
with the Red ckelin en 
practicalities * enteryy cere ono" 
of family life. = meno’. & 

, : * 
They made it as ; ae 


far as California 
before things took 

a turn for the 

worse. Out of work, 
roaming the streets 
of Los Angeles, child 
in tow and their few 
possessions piled in a 
little red wagon, Rodd’s detachment and non- 
chalance in the face of potential homeless- 
ness proved too much for my mother. She 
decided that this was no life for a family and 
returned to Baltimore with me in 1961. | was 
eighteen months old. 


Growing up in Baltimore wasn’t so bad. It’s an 
insular sort of place, though, and begins to 
take on a surreal quality the longer you stay. 

In my case, it was a long way from Los Angeles 
and any conception of my unknown father was 
somewhat vague at best. All in all though | 
was pretty happy. After all, | was new to the 
world and had yet to realize my family situa- 
tion was at all unusual. My mother continued 
to play Hammond B3 organ and performed all 
over town with her own group. | got to hear a 
lot of music at an early age and was inspired 
myself to take up the tenor saxophone in 1969. 
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Live TV, Wichita KA, 1959 


| was ten years old and within a few weeks | 
announced that | was going to become a jazz 
musician. | actually knew this the first day we 
brought the horn home but | waited a while to 
Say it since | was very serious and didn’t want 
anyone to think that this was simply the 
impetuousness of youth talking. 


Stories of my father’s musical prowess 
inspired me. “He could play any instrument he 
picked up” my mother told me. He drove her 
Crazy by always waiting until the last possible 
moment to write new arrangements for their 
show, coming up with fantastic music right off 
the top of his head and expecting her to sight- 
read on live television. This was all very 
effortless for him and he 
didn't seem to 


understand her 

consternation. Rodd loved 
“progressive” jazz and played his favorite 
records in my room when | was a child. He 
was sure that it would have a beneficial effect 
on me someday. Maybe that explains a lot 
about how | turned out!?! My mother was 
afraid that Rodd’s far out taste in music would 
scare a young child. In any event, Rodd’s 
predilection for modern harmony was begin- 
ning to get him into a little trouble at church 
where his improvisations at the organ were 
met with some disapproval. Churchgoers 
complained about the “sick cow” sounds that 
Rodd was making out of their precious hymns. 
Back at home Rodd and his father-in-law (a 


fine guitarist) played “what chord am | pla, 
ing?” games, each trying to stump the Other 
by grabbing a handful of notes on the Organ 
and defying the other to figure out what the 
hell it was. 


Stories of Rodd’s eccentricities were equally 
intriguing. He apparently had little regarq for 
the conventions of practical life. He was 
pretty laid back guy but was intense about his 
beliefs and had to argue everything. In a goog. 
natured way, he loved to mess with people’s 
minds and see if he could get a rise out of 
someone. A very bright guy, he loved to talk 
and make up outlandish stories, the weirder 
the better. He could go on endlessly and if my 
mother protested, she was admonished with 
the advice that she just needed more disci- 
pline. Occasionally his imagination would get 
the better of her, from his calm and serious 
explanation that those strange middle-of-the- 
night sounds on the roof were definitely 
demons, to his alarmingly 
casual comments about 
potential “lifestyle 
arrangements” where 
their marriage was 
concerned. Even more 
shocking was his 
rationalization of 
why it was OK for 
him to have 
loaded up the 
trunk of the car 
with stolen 
instruments 
from the local 
music store (where 
they worked) to sell as they 
traveled the country looking for work. She 
always stressed though that Rodd was a lov- 
ing person whom everyone liked a lot and who 
got along well with everyone he met. He never 
seemed to get upset and had a live and let live 
attitude about life that was actually very 
inspiring to her and the people they knew. It 
was this liberal attitude toward life that led to 
recommendations from their friends that they 
might like to live in California. 


Maybe it’s a strange sort of story for a young 
kid to hear about his dad but | was very, very 
impressed. We didn’t have much contact from 
Rodd's side of the family after the split. Then 
around 1973 we started getting letters from 
Rodd’s mother. The whole family was now in 
Los Angeles and she gave us the run down on 


everyone's activities. She mentioned that 
Rodd was now in the recording business. 
“People from all over the country send him 
either poems or words and music and Rodd 
makes records from them. He can just read 
through the poem for a few minutes and then 
make up the music and immediately sing and 
play it”, she wrote. I’d never heard of anything 
like that before, sort of an odd line of work it 
seemed to me. | guess it didn’t really impress 
me as being a very big deal and after a while 
it sort of slipped my mind. She ended her let- 
ter by inviting me to come visit them and meet 
my father. My mother thought that perhaps | 
was now old enough to handle Rodd’s “unusu- 
alness” and was planning to send me to Los 
Angeles the next summer. Unfortunately, that 
meeting would never take place. The next let- 
ter we got was an account of Rodd’s death and 
the circumstances that led up to it. Rodd had 
become involved with drugs. 


My initial reaction was rather calm, 
which surprised me a little. Having 
no working recollection of this man 
made it all seem a little academic 
at first. It took a little while for it 
to hit me but then it became all too 
real. The shock of realizing that I'd 
never get to know that man who 
had so inspired my imagination 
became immense. | was fifteen. 


Over the years, | began seeking out peo- 

ple who knew him. The responses were 
uncannily similar as if these people, many of 
whom did not know each other, were all speak- 
ing from the same script. “Your father was a 
musical genius” are usually the first words out 
of their mouths. The stories of his drug use 
and odd behavior were startling. Here was a 
guy that liked to walk on high balconies just 
for fun. At least that’s what a couple of people 
seem to remember him doing once before he 
died. No one knows whether Rodd’s death was 
intentional or an accident. I've met people 
who feel strongly one way or another but most 
don't really know. The older | get the more 
acutely | feel this loss. It doesn’t get any easi- 
er. It just gets harder, 


In 1976, | flew to Los Angeles to meet the 
Eskelin family. It was a wonderful time. | 
remembered the letter my grandmother had 
written in which she mentioned Rodd’s work. 
Were there any recordings of him playing | 
wondered? After all these years | was 


absolutely desperate to hear anything that 
might exist. My grandparents had some 
records stored away and promised to make a 
tape of them and send it to me in Baltimore. 
Some months later it arrived. My mother was 
just as anxious as | was to hear it. We Sat in 
the living room and put the cassette on. The 
sound quality was pretty poor, kind of hard to 
make out. “Is that Rodd singing?” my mother 
asked. It sounded like-a pop thing, kind of 
commercial. We looked at each other. | didn't 
want to say anything but this really sounded 
terrible. My mother said that this was not at 
all what Rodd was capable of. We were both 
disappointed.” So this was to be the legacy | 
thought. A talented guy who got involved with 
drugs and died way too early. | felt destined to 


| DIED TODAY 


(A, E. Lewson-R, Keith) 


RODD KEITH 


have to go through life unable to truly relate 
my feelings about it to anyone else. Rodd had, 
however, remarried and had a daughter, which 
meant | had a sister, although her where- 
abouts were unknown. My grandmother said 
that Rodd’s second wife left California and 
they didn’t know where they went. After many 
years they finally got in touch and | met my 
sister Stacey forthe first time in 1986. We hit 
it off immediately, Stacey also had little recol- 
lection of Rodd due to the fact that he and her 
mother also split up early. Because of that, 
Stacey and | share a deep bond where our 
father is concerned. Here was someone who 
knew how | felt. 


| recently made another trip to California to 
visit the family. My uncle Jerry brought out a 
big box of records that he had been keeping. 


Arthur Music 
A.S.C.A.P. 


There were all recordings of Rodd. There 
seemed to be at least two hundred records 
there. Thinking back to my first experience 
with Rodd’s music freaked me out a little. | 
didn’t want to hear this stuff. | was desperate 
to have anything that Rodd may have recorded 
that would have indicated the kind of genius 
that everybody spoke of, but | wasn’t eager to 
sift through a pile of what | thought was prob- 
ably junk. My uncle even offered to give me 
any of the records | wanted. | passed and said 
thanks but maybe another time although | did 
glance through the pile. Most of them were 
under the name Rodd Keith but there were a 
few under the name Rod Rogers. | learned 
that Rodd sometimes used that name to 
record under, a curious fact that didn’t mean 
much at the time and might have been totally 
forgotten had it not been for...you guessed it, 
WFMU free form radio. 


I'd become a huge fan of WFMU not 
long before that trip and had even 
gotten to know some of the staff. 
They had been playing some of my 
records on the air and I'd even 
played live on Doug Schulkind’s 
show. One day a catalog from the 
station arrived in the mail. | was 
leafing through the pages and 
happened across a record called 
“Beat of the Traps”. The description 
of this “send us your lyrics” music 
sounded very much like the type of work 
Rodd did. It reminded me of an interview 
| heard on the station with someone who col- 
lected this kind of music. | only caught the very 
end of it but it made me think of Rodd. | won- 
dered if they had any of his records though | 
sort of doubted it. | almost turned the page 
when | noticed the cover of the record. “MSR 
Madness featuring ...ROD ROGERS”. My jaw 
hit the floor. Could it be? No way, | thought. | 
held the page in front of me for a long time, my 
mouth still hanging open. Who else could it 
be?! | had to find out. ‘FMU would be having a 
record fair the next week so maybe | could get it 
directly. | called the station and spoke to Doug 
about it. “I think | might know the identity of 
Rod Rogers” | told him cryptically. | put the 
date of the fair on my calendar. There was no 
way | was going to miss this. The day arrived 
and | made my way downtown to Mary Help of 
Christians Church, the scene of the fair and 
found the WFMU table. There was the record. | 
still wasn't sure if this was Rodd so | bought 
the LP and quickly left to listen to it at home. 
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While waiting for the bus | took the record out 
and began reading the liner notes. Tom 
Ardolino (drummer for NRBQ) had been col- 
lecting “song poem” music for over twenty 
years and this collection was his cream of the 
crop. Towards the end of the notes he men- 
tions that Rod Rogers turns up on a lot of 
these records also under the name Rodd Keith. 
SHIT, THIS WAS IT!! He had even been search- 
ing for information about Rodd and called one 
of the record companies that put his music 
out. The guy who answered the phone told him 
that Rodd had died and then said, “Yep, he 
was a keyboard genius”. UNFUCKINGBELIEV- 
ABLE!! Not only was there interest in Rodd’s 
stuff but he was considered some sort of 
exalted visionary of a new genre of music. 
AND they were calling him a genius to boot! | 
quickly returned to the fair to buy another copy 
of the record and drop the bomb on everyone 
that Ellery Eskelin is the son of Rod Rogers. | 
met Byron Coley (who put the record out on his 
label, Carnage Press). He was polite but | 
could tell that the thought that | might be 
some sort of delusional nutcase was not far 
from his mind. | still remember the incredu- 
lous look on David Newgarden’s face as he 
walked past me muttering, “I can’t believe 
that Rod Rogers is your father”. 


The best was yet to come. | got home and put 
the record on. It was bizarre. My mind 
stopped working. It was clearly some sort of 
attempt at pop music but, man, was it 
strange. It was like nothing | had ever heard 
and | loved it. The words were rather odd and 
the music was blatantly fucked up but it was 
also really charming. Rodd’s cuts really 
sparkled. He sang and played with a zest and 
enthusiasm that turned each twisted 
song into a gem. 
Compared to the 

stuff | heard as a 

kid, this was some- 
thing else altogether. 
My mother enjoyed it a 
lot even though she said 
that it still didn’t show 
what Rodd could really do. 
He was “just playing 
around” but his personality 
came through strongly she 
thought. Considering the 
title cut “Beat of the Traps”, 
Rodd’s borderline psychotic 
(drug induced?) rant about the 
drums, | realized that his person- 
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ality must have been something far beyond my 
wildest imagination. Needless to say, | got my 
ass right back to L.A. and got a hold 

of all those records. 


Since then, wo 
Phil Milstein 
(co-producer 

of “Beat of 

the Traps” and 
“The Makers of 
Smooth Music”) 
and | have been 
busily researching 
song poem music. 
Here’s how it works. 
Companies like MSR 
Records, Preview and 
Film City would take 


out ads in magazines 
soliciting the public for 
lyrics. The companies 
then paid someone 
like Rodd to set 
them to music and 
record them. The 
records would 
serve as a demo 
for the cus- 
tomer. Fame 
and big bucks 
were just 
around the 
corner. For 
a fee of 
course. It was called 
“song-sharking” and was just this 


side of a scam. Rodd did this type of work for 
easy money on and off from the mid-60s up 


until his death in 1974. In the 
beginning he played the 
Chamberlain, an early keyboarg 
sampler. A predecessor to the 
more well known Mellotron 
used by the Moody Blues and 
the Beatles, the 
Chamberlain used actual 
tape loops of a variety of 
instruments and even 
voices. Rodd was one of 
the first to master the 
instrument and | still 
don’t think anyone 
has ever exploited it 
to the degree that 
he did. Check out the 
song “Little Rug Bug” from “Beat 
of the Traps”. It's done entirely on the 
Chamberlain. Later on Rodd hired studio 
musicians from the L.A. scene, continuing his 
habit of waiting to the last minute to come up 
with great arrangements right of the top of 
this head, going straight to music paper 
sometimes while eating lunch and holding a 
conversation at the same time. 


Often the results were good by any standards, 
other times it seemed like all hell had broken 
loose, probably the result of too many thirty 
song a day, unrehearsed, drug fueled ses- 
sions. The combination of what were usually 
pretty strange but sincere lyrics from “ama- 
teurs” and cut-rate production values make 
this the last place anyone might expect to find 
“works of art” but there they are. Even Rodd 
considered what he was doing to be a form of 
prostitution, calling it “commercial crap”. He 
knew he was capable of much more but he 
threw himself into it none the less. He took 
pride in his work, trying to do each job better 
than the last, even if it was sometimes a bit 
tongue in cheek. That’s what made it work 
though. Running through this work so fast 
that he didn’t have time to worry too much 
about aesthetic issues forced him into a place 
in which conviction was everything. Rodd had 
a way of making the most out of a very limited 
set of circumstances, which is a quality that | 
hold in high regard in music generally. Since 
there was no time for rehearsal or second 
takes, whatever you played the first time was 
IT! If one person in the group took a wrong 
turn everyone had to figure out how to go with 
them in order to save the track. It's just like 
improvising. When mistakes get made that's 
where the music starts. That’s been a valu- 


able lesson to me as a musician. As the jazz 
world becomes ever more conservative and 
boring I'm more and more attracted to those 
players who are not afraid to make mistakes, 
players who make the absolute most of what 
they've got be they “virtuosos” or not. 


Unfortunately for Rodd, more “legitimate” 
work was elusive. He seemed not to know how 
to focus his talents, his difficulties exacerbat- 
ed by drug use and a growing disinterest in 
the “real” world. Stories of Rodd’s drug use 
are harrowing. His personality seemed to be a 
natural for hallucinogens and he took to them 
with an almost religious fervor. Going in 
cycles, Rodd would be productive for a time 
then stop working completely, losing touch 
with day-to-day reality. During these times, 
he forgot to pay his bills and would sometimes 
even lose his apartment. Debbie Davies (one 
time guitarist with Albert Collins and leader of 
her own band) was Rodd’s girlfriend at the 
time of his death. She remembers Rodd and 
his friend Conrad (someone I'd love to find) 
brewing PCP-laced tea, spending their days 
drinking and talking, creating a strange world 
and language that she could no longer enter 
into. Rodd’s second wife Joni remembers being 
called by the police one night to come get 
Rodd. Apparently he left his apartment one 
night high on LSD wearing only a raincoat. He 
liked to be naked at home so he didn’t feel the 
need to get completely dressed since he was 
only going out for a pack of cigarettes. Rodd 
caused quite a sensation on Sunset Boulevard 
as he somehow managed to catch the raincoat 
on fire and was forced to rip the burning coat 
off resulting in his arrest. She also told me 
stories about his apartment (in which he 
painted one room entirely black and decorated 
the walls with yellow garbage bag twist ties), 
his arrest record for shoplifting, and the time 
he almost ruined her hearing by firing a gun in 
the car. It was also suspected that Rodd may 
have even been living on the street for a brief 
period. If this paints a frightening picture, | 
must temper it with just as many stories of a 
bright, loving, easy going man who charmed 
everyone around him and loved his family as 
much as they loved him. It may well be, as 
Debbie now feels, that Rodd was manic 
depressive. Swinging in and out of functional 
life, taking LSD every day just to cope, Rodd 
seemed less and less interested in reality and 
slowly created a world of his own. His 
predilection for word play and story telling took 
on alarming proportions. He learned to talk 


backwards. He saw profound meaning in 
seemingly nonsensical word play. He talked 
endlessly but no one could understand him. 


One story has survived though. Rodd spoke of 
making a movie. It was said that he liked to 
take pictures and had bought one of the first 
video-type cameras available. Rodd described 
how the main character in this movie would 
jump to their death from a freeway overpass. 
Nobody thought much about it at the time. 
Two weeks later Rodd either jumped or fell to 
his own death in much the same way he 
described. Some of his friends thought he was 
depressed, perhaps the result of something in 
his childhood. Others swear that Rodd could 
have never taken his life intentionally. He cer- 
tainly wasn’t happy having spent so many 
years doing demos. There’s a rumor going 
around that Rodd actually had his death leap 
filmed. It’s probably a distortion of Rodd’s 
movie story. Still, it’s telling that no one that 
I've talked to has dismissed it as being totally 
ridiculous, as if it were actually within his 
character to have done so. All in all, there are 
just as many compelling reasons to think that 
Rodd’s death was indeed an accident. | like to 
think that he had a lot to live for. 


At the time of this writing | am almost at the 
age that Rodd was when he died. My sister 
Stacey is expecting her first child. Rodd would 
have been a grandfather. | did have one indi- 
rect contact with Rodd through a letter to my 
grandmother. | was about fourteen and | 
described for her my ambitions in music. She 
showed the letter to Rodd. He said that | had 
good taste in music and that he was proud of 
my talent in the music field. Thanks, Dad. 


Ellery Eskelin 
New York City 
1996 


Ellery Eskelin plays tenor saxophone in New 
York and around the world. He has just pro- 
duced a collection of his father's recordings 
titled | DIED TODAY - MUSIC OF RODD KEITH, 
for the Tzadik label’s new Lunatic Fringe 
series. Ellery’s own latest recording is called 
JAZZ TRASH. His sister Stacey Keith has 
written DRIVE YOUR WOMAN WILD IN BED — 
A Lover's Guide to Sex and Romance for 
Warner Books. 
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DAVID S. WARE Quartet DAO: featuring Matthew Shipp/piano, 
William Parker/bass, Whit Dickey/drums. Thee quartet of the 
decade play the music today for a better tomorrow. You want to 
purchase this record and the previous Cryptology for a fuller view of 
the way. 


WILLIAM PARKER Compassion Seizes Bed-Stuy: considered 
by those in the know as the greatest jazz bassist in the world, William 
Parker continues to step out as a leader on this beautiful quartet 
date. This is the third installment in his recent Sound Trilogy; all parts 
of which speak about embracing and making a commitment to life in 
its highest partial. 


JOE MORRIS Ensemble Elsewhere: guitarist Joe Morris, called 
“one of the most profound improvisors at work in the U.S.” by The 
WIRE, here meshes with Matthew Shipp, William Parker and Whit 
Dickey for a truly historic side. The third part of Homestead’s own 
Jazz Trilogy Nonpareil for 1996: BE VERY AWARE. 


.. jazz like you need. 


Homestead is also pleased to present the brand new and 
beautiful records from SUPREME DICKS, SLEEPYHEAD and 
HOOSEGOW: the acoustic blues duo of 

ELLIOTT SHARP & QUEEN ESTHER. Later Hes 
this summer look for something by __Recoras 
Chicago's great FALSTAFF! homestead@dutch-e 


ANTI-ROCK ‘N’ ROLL BOOKS 


1966-1987 


genres surpass anti-rock ‘n’ roll literature in 

sheer quality. Like the finest fringe literature, 
they are suffused with paranoia, rabid passion 
and a refreshingly original take on conventional 
logic. Their philosophy combines the best ele- 
ments of fundamentalist zealotry, Communist 
conspiracy, and bizarre pseudo science 


| n the realm of crackpot literature, few sub- 


Yet they are completely accessible to the average 
reader. Most other breeds of kooks require exten- 
sive background knowledge to be fully appreciat- 
ed. Try plowing through a JFK 
conspiracy book without knowing 
your Zapruder and grassy knoll, 
for example. On the other hand, 
the only pre-requisite for anti- 
rock appreciation is a passing 
familiarity with “Classic Rock” 
radio. 


Anti-rock books give you more of 
what you read crackpot literature 
for. 


The opposition to rock ‘n’ roll has 
a long history, probably started 
with the first hit. But it took THE 
BEATLES, especially John Lennon's 
ill-advised Jesus comparison, to 
really crystallize the opposition. 
And leading the charge was David 
Noebel. The crusty old professor 
of the anti-rock school, Noebel 
was one of the few to inject some- 
thing other than extensive knowl- 
edge of the Old Testament into his 
attacks on rock 'n’ roll. Starting in 
1966 with his first book, RHYTHM 
RIOTS, AND REVOLUTION, he uti- 
lized scholarly footnotes, Aristotle 
quotes, and elaborate pseudo-sci- 
ence in his battle against the back- 
beat. Virtually every anti-rock 
writer since owes him a heavy 
debt, directly or indirectly. 


Noebel sees rock music as a sub- 
versive Communist plot. He accus- 
es the Soviets of using “an elabo- 
rate calculated scientific tech- 
nique aimed at rendering a gener- 
ation of American youth neurotic through nerve- 
jamming, mental deterioration, and retardation". 
The method is the widespread broadcasting of 
music with a steady, primitive beat synchronized 
with the body’s natural rhythms literally hypno- 
tizes the unsuspecting listener. Rock 'n’ roll, with 
a voodoo inspired "jungle beat”, fits the bill. He 
writes “THE BEATLES, or THE MINDBENDERS, for 
example, need only to mass hypnotize thousands 
of American youth, condition their emotions 
through the beat of the ‘music’ and then have 
someone give the word for riot and revolt...If the 
following scientific program is not exposed, 


degenerated Americans will indeed raise the 
Communist flag over their own nation" 


Noebel proves this “power” of music by showing 
parallels between Communist brainwashing tech- 
niques in Korea and Pavalov's work with condi- 
tioned reflexes. Not only was Pavalov Russian, he 
was also a big pal of Lenin's! 


The conclusion is obvious. For the unconvinced, 
Noebel delves still deeper, unmasking in the classic 
McCarthy fashion dozens of “Communists” in the 


Introduction by Louisiana State Senator BILL KEITH 


rock, folk, and children’s (!) recording industry. But 
the real clincher is that rock 'n’ roll is banned in the 
USSR! Obviously, they know something we don't 
about the “constant, destructive noises called ‘BEA- 
TLE music’”. 


Noebel continued fighting the Red Rock menace in 
1973'S THE MARXIST MINSTRELS. He emphasizes 
that thines are still going to plan—so much so that 
he feels confident reprinting verbatim chapters 
from RHYTHM, RIOTS AND REVOLUTION warning 
of the imminent peril of folk rock. He gleefully 
points out that drugs are a standard Communist 


tool for debauching youth and fingers a few more 
pinko A & R men. Noebel appears to be expecting 
to see the Russians in Jersey, Or at least On 
Bandstand, any day. 


In 1967, Noebel was joined in attacking rock by 
Bob Larson, the first of several rock musicians 
turned minister. Not only did Larson’s first book 
ROCK AND ROLL: THE DEVIL'S DIVERSION intro. 
duce the devil to the anti-rock genre, but it start. 
ed the career rock's most durable opponent. 
Larson continues to go On strong today, vig 
books, television, and a syndicat- 
ed radio show. 


Forget Pavlov. Forget the 
Russians. In THE DEVIL'S DIVER- 
SION, Bob points straight at the 
Horned One, writing, “Rock and 
roll is a part of this plan (Satan's) 
to achieve a world-wide moral 
decay”. Drawing on Noebel, 
Larson warns of the power of The 
Beat. It’s the devil's beat, bor- 
rowed from primitive, heathen rit- 
uals which whips dancers into a 
frenzy. It's the beat, throbbing in 
sync with the body’s natural 
rhythms that hypnotizes kids, trig- 
gers riots, and leaves them inca- 
pable of making sound moral 
decisions after the dance. But it 
comes from a source far more evil 
than the Kremlin. 


For once the kids are safely hyp- 
notized and aroused, the music 
hits them with a MESSAGE OF 
IMMORALITY while they're help- 
less to resist! According to Larson, 
“Lyrics of today’s rock songs are a 
large part of the tidal wave of 
promiscuity, illegitimate births, 
and political upheaval that have 
swept our country”. 


Larson revised THE DEVIL'S 
DIVERSION in 1968 and 1970 to 
document the increasing degener- 
ation of youth music. Drugs, hea- 
then cults, immorality, and other 
portents of moral Armageddon — 
all were on the upswing. But even worse — per 
fectly innocent Christian teenagers were not only 
listening to rock but liking and even (gasp!) play- 
ing it, calling it “Christian Rock". 


Larson exposed this insidious new threat in 197! 
with ROCK AND THE CHURCH. His message: NO! 
BLASPHEMY! The only true Christian music is 
sung by born again Christians who only associate 
and play for other born again Christians, and 
heaven help them if they're not born again 
enough! The devil's beat is no medium for a reli 
gious message. As Larson warns these misguided 


< 


adolescents, "When used excessively, under 
proper circumstances, the beat of rock is a force 
accommodating demonic possession and there- 
fore is not worthy as a vehicle to communicate 


the gospel”. 


Larson's books have since mellowed, although lis- 
teners to his radio show may beg to differ. In 
ROCK, which first came out in 1980 (later revised 
and retitled as LARSON'S BOOK OF ROCK), the 
warnings about the devil's beat have disap- 
peared. Suddenly, Larson only worries about 
immorality and occultism in the musician's lyrics 
and lifestyles. 


He still admits to his rock ‘n’ roll roots — “but that 
was in the ‘Happy Days’ of white bucks and Fats 
Domino”. Today, rock is playing a different and 
sinister tune. “When the lyrics explore the 
obscene and profane, when the entertainers glo- 
rify the perverse and forbidden, and when the 
beat borders on the erotic, that’s where | say 
NO!" 


Larson plays on parent's fears that there's 
something wrong with the incomprehensi- 
ble noise Junior calls “music”. He tells them 
to trust their parental instincts. It’s not 
just wrong, it's dangerous! Where do 
kids get all those ideas about sex, 
drugs, and Eastern religions? 

ROCK 'N’ ROLL!! 


There may not be a devilish 
beat, but he reassures par- 
ents that rock music caus- 
es drug addiction, promis- 
cuity, suicide, and homo- 
sexuality. 


In Larson's eyes, the inter- 
views in HIT PARADER 
and CIRCUS are philo- 
sophical manifestos 
American youth, and 
virtually every lyric 
loaded with un- 
Christian messages, care- 
fully hidden from adult eyes via slang and 
innuendo. He warns, "Some top hits are so 
lewd that the lyrics can’t be printed for fear of 
having this book classified as pornography”. If 
they're not explicit, he demonstrates a Freudian 
ability to read sex, drugs, and occult “messages” 
Into every song. In this, he’s helped by unique 
interpretations of teen slang: “funky” always 
means sexual odors, "groovy" is a sexual position, 
and “gigs” are sex orgies. 


To protect kids, Larson doesn't advocate force — 
just gentle Christian persuasion. He cautions par- 
ents to set a good example themselves by nixing 
soap operas and country music. It's not easy. 
Parents are up against peer pressure and an 
“addicting” (but in itself harmless) beat. But there 


is hope. Larson points to the shining example of 
one fine lad wrote him, telling how he broke all 
his records when “I began to notice myself 
accepting more tolerant attitudes towards sex 
and God”. 


Fortunately, now there is an alternative: 
Christian Rock. Larson now loves C-Rocks, 
describing it as the younger generation's way of 
praising God. As long as one 

sticks to “real” 

Christian per- 
formers 
who sing 
uplifting 
songs 


with a gospel message 
and live the true Christian lifestyle, everything 
will be fine. Even if it has a backbeat. 


Following closely in Larson's footsteps are Dan 
and Steve Peters, AKA Peters Brothers, This duo 
of incorrigible publicity hounds don't move a 
muscle until the cameras show up. They started 
in Minnesota in 1979 with a well publicized 
record burning, and have since flooded the mar- 
ket with books, tapes, slide shows, TV appear- 
ances, and even a traveling anti-rock seminar/cir- 
cus in defense of American youth. Fortunately 


for readers on a limited budget, originality is not 
their forte. Their books are very repetitious; to 
read one is to read all. All save the most serious 
students should be satisfied with one, such as 
THE PETERS BROTHERS HIT ROCK’S BOTTOM. 


Philosophically, the Peters Brothers are Bob 
Larson (whom they consider “authoritative”) 
taken one step further. They have the same com- 
plaints, but what Larson calls bad, they say 
worse. And whatever Larson OKs, they fall over 
themselves in the eagerness to promote it. 


Echoing Larson's current position, they have no 
problems with the beat. They even think it's kind 
of catchy! Their problems are with what they see 
as the basic themes of rock culture: nihilism, 
humanism, hedonism rebellion occultism and 
drugs. LIVE AID didn’t fool 
them for a minute: 
“Many of the stars of 
LIVE AID got there by 
helping destroy the 
moral’ fiber of 
America’s youth”. 


The teen suicide “epidemic” is 

their favorite war-horse. In every 
book, they drag out the same stories 
about happy, well adjusted middle 
class white boys who sud- 

denly fall 

under the 

spell of rock 'n’ 

roll. Six months 

later, mom and 

dad come home 

and find Junior 
dangling from the 
rafters with AC/DC 
or OZZY OSBOURNE 
blasting on the stereo. 
Guess who's to blame? 


Yet not all these tales 
end so tragically. They 
proudly tell of one 
teen, John Tanner 
who swallowed a 
shotgun after one too 
many BLACK SABBATH albums. 


Happily, he survived, finding Christ as he lay on 
the floor in a pool of his own blood. He's a happy 
young man today, albeit without much of a face, 
doing the Lord's work by playing the rock 'n’ roll 
analog of the reformed heroin addict in the 
Peters’ road show. 


The Peters do the usual griping about obscene 
lyrics and immoral rockstars. But they think the 
threat is far more insidious. The real danger is 
what you can't hear. The dark forces behind the 
music are attacking the listener's subconscious 
with subliminal and backward masked messages. 
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Subliminal messages are virtually inaudible 
vocals that somehow your subconscious can pick 
up upon. Backward masking are lyrics that say 
something when played backwards. Sometimes, 
they're recorded that way — forwards, gobbledy- 
gook: backwards, clear as a bell. But usually, they 
are perfectly clear forwards but say something 
completely different (usually sinister) when 
played backwards. And it isn’t necessary to mas- 
ter the intricacies of reverse threading a tape 
deck to hear the hidden message. 


The Peters think these play a vital part in driving 
the six evil themes home. Somehow, your sub- 
conscious can interpret backward messages say- 
ing “Satan, he is God” (BLACK OAK ARKANSAS), 
"Here’s to my sweet Satan” (LED ZEPPELIN) or 
"Decide to smoke marijuana” (QUEEN). The Peters 
don't think musicians put the messages there 
deliberately. It’s just the anti-Christ, speaking 
through rock stars, his unwitting agents, via their 
EVIL music. The only way this can be stopped is 
through rating all records, printing lyrics on all 
sleeves, and, just to be safe, frequent record 
burning. 


Happily, there is an alternative for upright 
Christian teens yearning for kick-ass music that 
won't steal their souls. “Is Christian contempo- 
rary music a ravenous wolf in disguise?” the 
Peters ask, and answer with a resounding no! As 
long as the lyrics and the performer's lifestyles 
check out with the Bible, it’s great! Worried par- 
ents are reassured that “There is nothing inher- 
ently evil with the color black, with leather, with 
earrings, with spiked armbands ... they are simply 
fashions”. So crank up those STRYPER and U2 
albums and make a joyous noise unto the Lord! 


The Peters’s books are distinct in their endless, 


unabashed self promotion. They proudly refer to” 


themselves as “dedicated to exposing the TRUTH 
about rock” and continually congratulate them- 
selves for their courage and resolve. 


They boldly meet the enemy face to face — inter- 
viewing Gene Simmons of KISS, and reprinting 
the transcripts. They load their books with ads, 
references, and plugs for their other books and 
tapes. They even request readers who've gotten 
the message to stop — don’t burn those records. 
Send them the Peters, for “research” and they'll 
burn them after copying all the “questionable” 
lyrics and photographing the “obscene” cover art. 


Further out on the fringe is Jacob Aranza, author 
of BACKWARD MASKING UNMASKED (1982) and 
MORE BACKWARD MASKING UNMASKED (1985s). 
With an inimitable style that removes any doubt 
of a ghostwriter, “one of the outstanding young 
ministers of America” handily out-paranoids 
Larson and the Peters combined. 


Despite the titles, his sketchy shallow books don’t 
delve deeply into backwards masking. BMU is just 


the standard sketchy, shallow mishmash of evil 
lyrics on evil records by evil stars in evil record 
jackets spiced up with a few LED ZEPPELIN 
records being played backwards. Nonetheless, the 
man is scared. He solemnly warns, "75% of the 
rock and roll today (top to stuff!) deals with sex, 
evil, drugs, and the occult.” 


The real fun comes in MBMU, when Aranza 
reveals who's behind all this evil music (three 
guesses) and boldly exposes “Satan’s Agenda” — a 
musical 4-step plan for the complete and utter 
corruption of American youth by the forces of 
darkness. Step One ran from 1955 through 1965, 
pushing sex and setting the stage for the sexual 
revolution. Step Two (‘65-'70) tossed in drugs, 
rebellion, and anti-establishment attitudes. Step 
Three's (‘70-'80) goal was to popularize music 
having an “addicting sound with loud, violent 
tones” and lay the groundwork for the final step. 
Step Four, scheduled for the 1980s, will have pro- 
moters “pronounce rock stars as messiahs”. No 
gig would be complete without full-blown satanic 
services — kids lining up to sell their soul to the 
devil. 


And what sort of Satanic plotter would spill the 
beans? Aranza got the dope from an anonymous 
evangelist friend of his who sat next to an equally 
nameless rock manager on a plane. In the course 
of a casual conversation, said manager told all. 
Left unsaid is Satan's reaction to this casual 
betrayal. 


Aranza does approve of C-rock, although he is 
shocked that some C-rockers actually listen to 
secular rock for ideas. C-rock could be the one 
thing to save youth from the rock ‘n’ roll satanic 
religion. But he advises caution: “If the music 
you're listening to doesn’t come from the heart of 
a spiritual Christian artist, you are opening the 
door to carnality, humanism, and demonic 
forces”. In Aranza’a mind, music either promotes 
God or Satan. 


There is no such thing as “neutral” music. 


As strange as Aranza gets, things only become 
stranger with Jeff Godwin. As the main rock 
‘n' roll hatchet man for Jack Chick (the comic- 
book tract guy), Godwin neither asks nor takes 
any quarter. His books are crudely written 
ranting and raving screeds in the best tradi- 
tion of hate literature. You can easily picture 
him frothing at the mouth as he penned such 
classics as THE DEVIL'S DISCIPLES (1985) and 
DANCING WITH DEMONS (1988). He makes 
groundless accusations, leaps to the broadest 
conclusions from the flimsiest evidence, and 
meanders from point to point for no apparent 
reason. He's the lunatic fringe of the anti-rock 
movement, and probably proud of it. From his 
perspective, the Peters, Larson, and the other 
anti-rock writers are closet SLAYER fans, if not 
outright devil worshippers. 


And that's who Godwin says is behind all rock: 
SATAN! To Godwin, Satan is not only alive and 
well and living on planet earth, but as real as his 
next-door neighbor. He sees Satan's hand every- 
where: lyrics, album covers, concerts, even in the 
groups themselves. Yes, “The Lord has also 
revealed to some Christians that incarnate 
demons from the netherworld actually are mem- 
bers of some of the most popular bands...” 


Of course, Godwin wasn't born this way. He 
spent 10 years as a rock fan and musician, even 
allegedly surviving THE WHO “stampede” show in 
Cincinnati. 


Then he discovered Jesus Christ. A sample of his 
theology: "Why should we fear God? BECAUSE HE 
HAS THE POWER TO UTTERLY DESTROY US, AND 
THAT IS ALL WE DESERVE!!" One can only assume 
he had a hell of a bonfire. 


Reaching back to the ‘60s, Godwin revives the 
voodoo beat theory. The rock beat has the same 
time signature as the human heart. Obviously, 
this hypnotizes and brainwashes listeners into 
accepting Satan's message. And the message is so 
evil that it could only be Satan's. 


The music encourages the use of "mind decaying, 
death-dealing drugs”, frequently couched in slang 
only understood by teens. Not only is promiscu- 
ous sex promoted, but also abnormal sex as epit- 
omized by DAVID BOWIE, the “limp wristed king 
of the abnormal world of Homo Rock”. Godwin 
claims that all screamed rock vocals are actually 
inspired by the sound of the “homosexual pene- 
tration of the male” and whip crack drum beats 
are the first step on the path that leads directly to 
steamy homosexual S & M. 


Naturally, Godwin is a believer in backwards 
masking. He explains it by describing how rock 
stars invoke (literally!) demons at recording ses- 
sions to ensure hit records. The back masked 
messages are the imps’ calling cards. He warns, “I 
believe that even now Satan and his demons are 
blaspheming and insulting God and the Lamb 
with their horrible rock record covers and back- 
masked broadcasts from Hell”. 


And the demons just don’t hang around the stu- 
dio. Merely playing a rock record can call them up 
ready to snag the nearest available adolescent 
soul. 


After all, as Godwin points out, “addiction to rock 
‘n’ roll is a form of demonic possession”. 


It's important to realize that Godwin doesn't just 
talk about pentacle-encrusted heavy metal 
bands. Satan lurks behind the bright tempo of the 
most innocent bubblegum pop ditty. "Virtually 
nothing in popular music today is worth your 
support... NO ONE makes it big in secular music 
without selling out to Satan” he writes as he lam- 


bastes HALL & OATES for their “homosexuality and Satanism”. And "We Are 
the World” with its message of “Love is all we need” is wrong because 
“Jesus Christ is what this world needs!” 


Not even Christian rock is safe. The C-rock that Larson and the Peters 
praise isn’t sufficiently Christian for Godwin’s taste. He thinks that most 
“Christian” artists are really dupes for Satan, if not closeted devil-worship- 
pers themselves. He especiall singles out STRYPER for their wickedness evi- 
denced by a satanic "777" symbol on their “To Hell With The Devil” album. 
Godwin believes this really means "To Hell WITH the Devil”, the fate of all 
STRYPER fans. Only gospel and hymns are safe. 


His advice to parents? “The purpose of rock music is to split, splinter, and 
destroy your home.” He urges them to burn everything relating to rock in 
their homes immediately — all records, tapes, books, clothes, posters, even 
jewelry — and double their daily prayer time. Only through these extreme 
measures can a home be secured from demons during the last days. 


Fortunately, the anti-rock genre apparently peaked (along with the PMRC) 
in the mid-’80s. It has since fallen by the wayside, displaced by such less 
metaphysical debates as gangsta rap lyrics and the V-chip. But the books 
are still out there, and keep coming out. These are just some the highlights 
awaiting the diligent connoisseur of crackpots. But they all share one 
miraculous power: they leave the reader with an irresistable urge to listen 
to Ozzy Osbourne’s “Suicide Solution” while screaming “Rock On!". 
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"THe MAKERS" LP/CD 
undistilled ete from 
NT. the kil of J D. rock 
12.00 CD-O) £51227 88.00 LP/$12.00 CD 


at | 
| Suse 
"Project 
Infinity" 
1EP/CD, 
THE STATICS 
As NERATS a Tat oer 
BG “i " "DRAGS vah« assa- ‘unkies 
Been ere yee cprolenting, Wet Ta toe SATAN S rans 10" EP, 
ESt22> pure punk wt « gs -00 10"/810. com 4. fiona PINGRIN” Epon > MONO MEN 
#8.00 mat Bed saa matie bikes etstrO frug-o- "T.S.B." 
© biker/surf twistfést! 10"/cD 


BS1225 $8.00 rP/ 
sods aul ey Trouble mm, The Satans 7", Nono Me sg mae 
Peta . ee & Rare 10"/cD, Super cha r cD oy » Madame x 7" ep 
Cc 
PO Box 2125 Bellingham, WA. aa adi: 2125 U.S.A. (360)647-1187 


we also carry loads of non-Estrus crap...WRITE FOR A FREE 20- 
fad http://www. pacificrim.net/*estrus/ 20-PAGE CATALOG! 
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PEN PALS DEPT. 


WHEN ILLUSTRATOR NICK BOUGAS SATISFIED JOHN HINCKLEY JR.'S 
REQUEST FOR A JODY NUDIE, HE HAD NO IDEA WHAT 

WOULD ACTUALLY ENSUE... A SUMMONS FOR NICK, 

AND A CANCELLED FIELD TRIP FOR HINCKLEY. 
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A arited States District Court 


Los Angeles Gimes 
Hospital Acts After Getting Papers From Secret Service 
FOR THE pistrict of ___CQLUMBIA . 6 
Hinckley Trip Canceled Over New Letters 
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA SUBPOENA By ERIC LICHTBLAU, Times Staff Writer 
“f 2 


JOHN W. HINCKLEY, JR. 


WASHTINGETNS om. © tri 
eee Sa Hinckley’s obsession for actress scuttles field trip 
pais bats ets 


TYPI OF CASE 


SUSPOERA. take “die 
r a Pree presidential assail- tors found what they termed "die 
stented Se fog aoa eid trip, according to surbing entries ae LT are 
oowr th the case. ™m it St. 
pacerhy + wi ital, according to sources 
=i om WASHINGTON — A letter that °°) eh Hospital, a2 9 sure wo 
Oenn crim OCopsneon Sc. IMENTIG! or ODJECTIS) John W. Hinckley Jr. wrote to ob- ae Ctte 
TO: Nick Bougas tain a nude sketch of actress Jodie ye TS revi conde 
| Bus Chane Foster scuttled a mental hospital's. : e H 
= crreeee AAIICKL 
cA Eien Cos “WAS Gifiifiited after his 1981 ee. 
v 


a sassination attempt on President TYing 1nckley 
202-272-9012. 


Reagan, abruptly withdrew thet 


to Obtain 


request for the outing after receiv d e Nude 
WM92 ing unidentified "al lat Win f 
ured=> i 
YGU ARE HERESY COMMANDED w appear in the United Sumes District Court at the piste ate and lee le WASHINGTO O actress 
specified below to tegity in the pbove case. a ‘ a toobeat, John Hinckee) = A let. 
DURTROO S* Jo 2 a nude ~ Wro} = 
RAE United States District Court #19 = \ey on Manso le hosprtar ester Sketch of actrece i 
for the District of Columbia (Judge Parker) pinck! uJohn Hinck: 3 denuiay a P13" £0 take ge mental 
United States Courthouse SARE ential assailan ki eparles thet Said Sourcege ut on a det } ‘ 
3rd & Constitution Avenue, N.W. bas} ITH Breet. last yee tudes the govr Inthe) miliar wit 
Washington, D.C. 20001 ley relenras vane cool rday  BPoNdence ss" €Pisode, the co 
Pte BS = Man aste ‘Ost ut Or 
YOU ARE ALSO COMMANDED to bring with you the following documientis) or objectis): * at disclosed ih ects ina fat mens turned > Picture of 
ernme’ ae nade the yeh he %Urt hear, a1 the ev, Ospi. 
DUCES TECUM (Bring with you): Any and all letters, notes, correspon Hinckley ogg, letter Le him @ 'K® Hinckley oP the proposes’ 
dence, writings or documents of any kind or description written by oy June =) man for Sev ae Jodie nr Patients” 4 “eld trig, with | 
written to John W. Hinckley, Jr., or relating directly or indirectly Uoaniee de caricature, had request: ‘ounced day, the besptias 
2 kley, Jr. sem hy Hinckley Be)  ysvehi- vin, Court it y, ita, : 
to John W. Hinckley Fosters which EMestamany bY PS¥S Superaf® ake Hina with: ; 
COMPLLANCE W1UN Unis suppoena may ve mace vy aeiivering tne requeste: are according 1a Patterson ccing Vekley are, outing. ley on 
information into the hands of the bearer prior to appearance date. atrist apart came Am yce-o-f@ce aD ahree oe Rea. 
The t te request Lot k 3 t,298R, t6 |; er men | 
on Hinckley’s Pr hich Ne SY* ckley, nowy gdMPFess Fog \ 
ccess to the THe ane on Uae insanity ang 
all prove thal requitted y reas x. from Lynétre Was John Hinckig cu ) 
w Hinckley as March, 198% RES Fromme—who tried to I Wanteg nk ids 
Me $ e 
of in er president Ronald i a oh ot Jody. Feat 
r Lhe » James ice 
DATE ing of eg secretary FAN | Service 
gan, mee and a Secret 
ce office 
08/10/86 peley arring to Mansons 
a his letter referring follower 
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QUESTIONS MAY BE ADDAESSED TO: Led 
ROBERT R, CHAPMAN, RUSA® A 
U.S, Attorney's Office 
555 Fourth Street, N.W, 
Washington, D.C. 20001 


ATTORNEY'S NAME. ADORES§ AND PHONE NUMBER 
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\ je id, 7 am HO! a 
Hinckley gal 
\ nt he one coal dude 
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Copisintitt  ([)Defendent U.S. Attorney 


RIGHT: THE OFFENDING ART! 7 


(SUITABLE FOR FRAMING!) 


$ 
This story originally appeared, in a modified form, in Kult of Kutenes 
T HE SUP OENA * fanzine (3000 Gentilly Blvd., #159, New Orleans, LA 70122-3882 
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OKLAHOMA BORN DONNELL CLYDE COOLEY, 
EXPERT AT POKER 2 FIDDLIN, ARRIVES 
IN HOLLYWOOD AT AGE 25, BECOMES 
FRIEND 2 MOVIE STAND-IN To ROY ROGERS 


WE 


KING OF 
PME TO SWing ie 


RISES FROM FIDDLER To LEAPER 
OF JIMMY WAKELY S WESTERN 
OUTFIT, SOON AFTER BESTS 

BOB WILLS IN “BATTLE OF THE 
BANDS" AT VENICE BALLROOM 


WEDS. BAND MEMBER ELLA MAE 
EVANS AS RECORDING DEBUT 
“SHAME QV YOU” CLIMBS To #L 


FIRES POPULAR 

P LEAD SINGER TEX 

| MILUAMS; ASSEMBLES 
INNOVATIVE 20-PIECE BAND 


\ 5 POPULARITY PEAKS IY 
. re ; FEATURE FILMS AND 
AWAITING PAROLE, DIES OF H ic - mg N ee A WEEKLY HouyWcoP 
HEART AACE AT AGE bx (LA | , : : y, TELEVISION SHOW STtEL 
NTS 7] \ > N 16. ,, = 
AT A SHERIFES BENEFIT \ - y . GHEST RATED OF ALL-TIME 


HEART ATTACKS, HEAVY 
DRINKING & TELEVISION 
NEMESIS LAWRENCE WELK 
HASTEN END OF MUSIC CAREER 


FIRST TORTURES, THEN BEATS 4 KICKS 
WIFE TO DEATH, FORCING DAUGHTER TO 
WATCH ;, SENTENCED To LIFE IN PRISON ; he 


fae 


KING 2% WESTERN SWIN 


f adio schedule Monday Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Saturday Sunday 
6am ul-oct 96 , | , : | | 


Jewish Moments in the Morning Albert Bolero 


W/ Nachum Segal W/ Ravel 
Secret Museum of the Air 
(9-10 am) 


: . Give the The Reggae 
Jeffrey Cobb Bill Harnett The Floating Pad Drummer Some Greasy Kid Stuff scnskeee 


(10 am - Noon) 


The Radio Thrift Store | The All-New Glen Jones 
w/ Laura Cantrell Radio Programme 


Fool’s Paradise 
W/ REX 


Tony Coulter Irwin Chusid Trouble Andy Waltzer 


Ben AO hn on ot ioarPaic 
w/ Andru Eron (5-4pm) Teenage. "pi 
Wasted Vinyl (3-5om) 
Irene Trudel Donna Bob Brainen W/ Rob Weishrg The Hound a 
(4-6pm) KBC Badia 
- ODI, 
NERO Re ee — er ‘eile Wes Tala Vow 
Beads oats Seve aan Be My Guest Visionary of the Week 2 Hy tan te ree Lecture 8¢nes W/ Chris T Dave Mandl 
with Dorian Edison's Attic ct weeks wih A Rough Mix Something Out There | Downtown Soulville Gaylord Fields (6-8 pm) 
Antique Phonograph hour W/ Skensk w/ Joe Frank w/ Myr, Finewine (6-Fom) 


Music To Spazz B he Hip B Live at the Stork Club 
usic To Spazz the Hip Bone “10mm, 
me W/ Dave tie Spat W/ Willen Berger 


Tom Sharpling Meredith 


Michael Shelley 


(9-midnight) Free-Form Irritainment 


W/ Fabio 
(1Opm-midnight) 


Midnight Matinee 
W/ John Schnall 
The Pounding System 
W/ om aplice 
(1-5am) 


The Hour of Zack 
uy és W/ Zack 
Subgenius Hour o’ Slack 


Marc's Record Room 
w/ Mare Grobman 


Diane's Kamikaze 
Fun Machine 


Pat Duncan 


Hova 
(midnight-Sam) 


Cleagin Yer Drain 
Mit ought Stubble 
W/ Rich Hazelton 


Mike Anderson Andrew Listfield 


Nickel and Dime radio 
W/ Small Change 
(3-6am) 


JUST KEELED OVER AND 


Summer ‘96 words, DJs Bateson 
Roster of attempt to fs 
Radio describe the 
Programs shows they do. 


WEMU's In their own 


On-Air phone: 201.678.7743 
This schedule will be active from June 17 through October 7, 1996 


Wednesday 
2:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Mike Anderson : 
Late night excursions into jazz and psychedelia. 

6:00 AM - 9:00 AM : 
Jewish Moments in the Morning 

93:00 AM - Noon 
Bill Hartnett 
Stolen moments of radio. Recycled music often better 
left unheard. 

Noon - 3:00 PM 
Irwin Chusid 
A musical and found-sound radio salad suitable for 
moderately short attention spans. Smoky and perky 
gals, lots of keyboards, few horns. And NO Cocktail 
music. 


Monday 
3:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Nickel and Dime Radio 
with Small Change ; 
Super skali JAZZalistic DUBby FUNKaSOULcious 
flavas. Top dollar music and guest DJ’s from the NYC 
club scene. 

6:00 AM - 9:00 AM 
Jewish Moments in the Morning 
with Nachum Segal — aka JM in the AM 
Three hours of music, talk and information geared 
toward the Jewish community of New York and New 
Jersey. 

9:00 AM - Noon 
Jeffrey Cobb 
Stumbling though everything from ABBA to Z’ev as | 
bring you sounds to grind your sweet tooth by... 

Noon - 3:00 PM 
Tony Coulter 
Psychedelic, progressive, experimental, electro- 
acoustic, sound collage - served either as a five 
course meal or as a stew with lots of lumps. 

3:00 PM - 6:00 PM 
Irene Trudel 
My shows creep in on little cat feet, curling up with 
small folk, jazz or classical combos, getting playful 
with pop, occasionally showing teeth and claws unex- 
pectedly. It’s radio to make your mind purr. 

6:00 PM - 8:00 PM 
Be My Guest 
with Dorian 
Talk show with luminaries from the worlds of music, 
film, literature and entertainment. 

8:00 PM - Il:OO PM 
Tom Scharpling 
Rock music covering the spectrum from “yeah, yeah, 
yeah” to “no, no, no”... halfway between Jack Lemmon 
and Meadowlark Lemon. 

1tOO PM - 1:00 AM 
Hour of Zack with Zack 
A frozen whatsit found buried in the Arctic ice melts 
into a free form mix of the provocative and timely. 

LOO AM - 2:00 AM 
The Sub-Genius Hour of Slack 
with Rev. Ivan Stang 
Sacred dogma, divine wisdom and econocataclysmic 
prophecy from the world’s foremost bogus religion. 


Tuesday 
2:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Marc’s Record Room 
with Marc Grobman 
Freeform built on a backbone of ‘30s-‘50s jump blues 
and country, ‘50s-‘60s rockabilly, rock steady, ska, soul, 
garage and R&B, and ‘80s - ‘90s ranchera, banda, 
merengue and other stuff. Also, the NY and NJ Record 
Show Calendar, and record playback & collecting tips. 
6:00 AM - 9:00 AM 
Jewish Moments in the Morning 
3:00 AM - Noon 
Leila 
..it’s late, it’s early, you can’t remember who you are 
or where you've been...you’re head is spinning. All you 
know is that you’re a passenger on some crazy audio 
road trip, and you’re not behind the wheel. | AM! Shh.. 
relax.. just let me do the driving.. maybe even some of 
your damn fantasies are mine! 
Noon - 3:00 PM 
Fool’s Paradise 
with Rex 
“Within the kingdom of every soul, lies waiting the 3 
beasts of humanity: 33, 45, and 78 RPM.” 
3:00 PM - 6:00 PM 
Donna 
Dischord, tintinabulation, cacophony, dissonance, 
reverberation, tumult. It’s music to my ears. 
6:00 PM - 7:00 PM 
Visionary of the Week 
Philosophers, free-spirits and crackpots wax eloquent 
on the burning issues of the day. Third Tuesday of 
every month: Dave Emory. 
7:00 PM - 8:00 PM 


Thomas Edison’s Attic 

with Jerry Fabris 

Turn of the century gems and nuggets from the sound 
archives of the Thomas Edison Historical Site. 


Alternating weeks with... 


The Antique Phonograph Hour 

with Mac 

Acoustically recorded music from cylinders, Victrolas, 
and other electricity-free machines cranked in real-time. 


8:00 PM - ILOO PM 
Meredith 
Hooky pop, scorchin’ soul, foot stompin’ blues and 
crash ‘n' burn invade your home, annoy your neigh- 
bors, and compel you to shake some action. 


1,00 PM - 2:00 AM 
Jim C. he 
Hop in my car for a two hour tour of musical neighbor- 
hoods where people look funny. Moody sounds, guitars, 
jazz, noise. I'll bring a map. 


3:00 PM - 4:00 PM 
Door Policy 
with Andru Eron 
Your audio guide to the best live music for the week. 
Smoky clubs, stuffy concert halls, unheated base- 
ments: door policy helps you get out and stay out. 
4:00 PM - 6:00 PM 
Bob Brainen 
60's Pop, mostly. 
6:00 PM - 7:00 PM 
Seven Second Delay 
with Andy Breckman and Ken Freedman 
High concept and lowbrow humor prevail on the first 
comedy call-in show to deliver a beer to your home. 
7:00 PM - 8:00 PM 
A Rough Mix 
with Steinski and Mass Media 
A long memory, a big record collection, and a pipe 
bomb. 
8:00 PM - LOO PM 
Vartkes 
Steel string bending in the bright sunlight. Real time 
pregnant pauses and cello drones. It’s got to have 
soul. 


3 1:OO PM - 2:00 AM 
Diane’s Kamikaze Fun Machine 
with Diane 
Music to slaughter livestock to; 5,000 factory farmers 
can't all be wrong. 


Thursday 

2:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Stan 
A musical journey through the lands of rock, pop, jazz 
and soul on the spaceship of time. 


Visit the WIMU Website; 


http://www.wfmu.org 
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: 6:00 AM - 9:00 AM 
Jewish Moments in the Morning 
93:00 AM - Noon 
The Floating Pad 
with Crowe 
Tom Crowe serves up a spicy paella of vinyl finds from 
moldy basements, dusty attics and greasy garages. 


Noon - 3:00 PM 
Trouble 
Fuzz/Fro/Sweet sounds from the ether. 


3:00 PM - 6:00 PM 


Wasted Vinyl 

with Rob Weisberg 

Popular and unpopular music from around the world. 
Featuring the African Extravaganza with Manny 
Mensah once a month (generally, the 2nd Thursday 
from 4 to 6). 


6:00 PM - 7:00 PM 


The Alan Watts Lecture Series 
with the late Alan Watts 
Long-dead Zen-head holds forth on futile existence 
and takes your hand on a voyage through this vale of 
tears. Compelling and though provoking rum soaked 
ruminations punctuated by filterless-cigarette- 
induced hacking. 
7:00 PM - 8:00 PM 
Something Out There 
with Joe Frank 
New monologues, never before aired from the master 
of radio vertigo. 
8:00 PM - I:OO PM 
Music To Spazz By 
with Dave the Spazz 
Punk, hillbilly, R&R, R&B, garage, surf, live bands and dead 
celebrities. It’s great! It’s stupendous! It’s even putrid! 
1:00 PM - 2:00 AM 


Pat Duncan 
He’s been playing punk rock since before you were 
born. Live bands in the studio every week. 


Friday 

2:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Andrew Listfield 
Music that knows why it’s being played. 


6:00 AM - 3:00 AM 


Jewish Moments in the Morning 
93:00 AM - Noon 


Give the Drummer Some 

with Doug Schulkind 

The finest in Micronesian doo-wop, Appalachian mambo, 
Turkish mariachi, pygmy yodeling of Baltimore, Portuguese 
juju, Cajun gamelan, tuba choirs from Mozambique, Inuit 
marching bands, Filipino free jazz, Egyptian kabuki the- 
ater, throat singers of the Lower East Side. 


Noon - 3:00 PM 
Andy Waltzer 
Dream like, entrancing, succulent, and spaced. 
Drugged, hyper, catatonic, and cataleptic. Snake-like 
and cake-like, songs and poems. At times very quiet. 
3:00 PM - 6:00 PM 


Ken Freedman 

As described by the Hebrew-language newspaper 
Yediot Acharanot: “An eclectic combination of avant- 
gardey rockey, music from the world, and discussions 
with listeners of transistor radios that the FBI 
implants in citizens necks...Violent, psychotic, charis- 
matic, and a sense of humor.” 


6:00 PM - 7:00 PM 


Aerial View 

with Chris T. 

Call-in show “It’s about time, it’s about space, it’s 
about the whole human race.” Not really, but it's 
about an hour and chock full of debasement. Off your 
chest and on the air! 
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7:00 PM - 8:00 PM 
Downtown Soulville 
with Mr. Finewine 
Ferns, fezneckeys, gousters: Mr. Finewine urges you to 
boogaloo, pearl, twine and Uncle Willie to his rare vin- 
tage soul 45s. 

8:00 PM - Il:OO PM 
The Hip-Bone 
with William Berger 
Krautrock, electronica, noise, improvised music, 
“Jazz”, Psych, drone-nod, “Rock”. Long sets and no 
requests. World without end. Anon. 

1:00 PM - 2:00 AM 
Pseu Braun 
Why kill yourself? Freeform suitable for wrapping fish 
or lining birdcages. 


Saturday 
2:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Cloggin’ Yer Drain Mit Thought Stubble 
with Rich Hazelton 
An educational program where | will explore the mood- 
altering properties of various musics. | hope to estab- 
lish a false sense of security for the listener. E 
Pluribus Unum. Amen. 
6:00 AM - 9:00 AM 
Albert Vitiello 
Things as they are. 
9:00 AM - 10:00 AM 
The Secret Museum of the Air 
with Pat Conte and Citizen Kafka 
Spectacular international rarites from the acoustic 
age of recording. 
10:00 AM - Noon 
Greasy Kid Stuff! 
with Hova and Belinda 
Now hep-kittens have a radio show that won't drive parents 
batty. Sing-alongs, cool songs and special guest kid DJ’s. 
Our pledge to you: no purple dinosaurs and no Raffi ever! 
Noon - 3:00 PM 
The Radio Thrift Shop 
with Laura Cantrell 
Laura Cantrell sifts through the clip-on earrings, 
bowling trophies and discarded musical treasures. 
Bargains galore. 
3:00 PM - 6:00 PM 
The Hound 
The men don’t know but the little girls understand. 
6:00 PM - 3:00 PM 
Gaylord Fields 
Pocket symphonies for the kids. 
3:00 PM - Midnight 
Michael Shelley 
The obvious and the obscure. Song oriented. Heavy 
doses of poppy guitar songs about girls and R&B/soul 
songs about girls, but anything goes. Some talking, 
too. 
Midnight - 3:00 AM 
Hova 
Power pop, punky reggae and bubble gum that doesn’t 
blow. In the words of Yogi Berra, it ain't Hova till it's Hova. 


Sunday 
3:00 AM - 6:00 AM 
Joe 
Garage/Various Rock. 
6:00 AM - 9:00 AM 
Bolero 
with Ravel 
Music from the underpaid musicans of the world. 
9:00 AM - Noon 
The Reggae Schoolroom 
with Jeff Sarge 
Music for the mind, join the Reggae line. 


~< 


Noon - 3:00 PM : 
The New Glen Jones Radio Programme 
with GlenJones ; 
Jah no dead but neither is Don Rickles. Popular mys 
for the highly emotional. Swoon, swing and Sutter with 
Sinatra. 

3:00 PM - 5:00 PM 
Teenage Wasteland 
with Bill Kelly 
The guitar gods have annointed me as the king of 
Sunday afternoons, rrreal rock & roll and 1960's guitar 
rock. Those who dare usurp the divine authority of the 
throne shall be smote (i-e., Jones.) 

5:00 PM - 6:00 PM 
KBC 
See that slug at the bottom of that radio pool? That's 
me and I’m searching for songs for this week’s show, 
Topically generated sludge for an atopical world, 

6:00 PM - 8:00 PM 
Dave Mandl 
Strange music from Europe, Downtown NYC, and else. 
where. Also, old 70's junk best forgotten, lot's of pop, 
and occassional book reviews. 

8:00 PM - 10:00 PM 
Live at the Stork Club — ie 
Performances broadcast en vivo from inside our swank 
compound. 

10:00 PM - Midnight 
Free-form Irritainment 
with Fabio } 
Forms scrutinized: 1) Opaque lounge mannerisms, 2) 
Impossibly obscure spent-Hippy acid music, 3) 
Teutonic rhythm & noise, 4) “Jazz,” 5) “Pop,” 6) Cut- 
em-up sound things, 7) 20th Century university-style 
serious stuff, 8) et cetera. 

Midnight - LOO AM 
Midnight Matinee 
with John Schnall 
An audio companion for the silver screen and the 
cathode ray tube. 


1:00 AM - 3:00 AM 
The Pounding System 
with Clay Caplice 
The International Ambient/Dance Underground. 
Turn the bass UP. 
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Top 39 played tunes as of June 19, 1996 


4 A,B,D,F,H,J,M Eyvind Kang 7 Nades Tzadik 
v1 1,J,N Joseph Moskowitz The Art of the Cymbalom Rounder 
{| A,B,D,E,H,1,J,K Gastr del Sol Upgrade & Afterlife Drag City 

A,B,H,1,J,K Land of the Loops Bundle of Joy Up 

| IJ Harry Nilsson Pandemonium Shadow Show RCA 

q A,B,E,H,J,K Mars 78+ Atavistic 
A,B,C,E,H,I,J The Moog Cookbook sft Restless 
B,G,J Ron Haydock and the Boppers 99 Chicks Norton 

¥ \ Q Andre Popp and his Orchestra Delerium in Hi-Fi Basta 
= BIJ Jah Wobble Heaven and Earth Island 
- H,R Various The Miracle of Levitation Gentle Giant 
N B,C,I,J Posies Amazing Disgrace DGC 

bs B,C,I,J Dick Dale Calling Up Spirits Beggar's Banquet \ 
B,C,I,J Syd Straw War and Peace Capricorn 
A,B,E,F,H,1,J John Fahey Voice of the Turtle Takoma 
G,H Sea Monkeys Bowery to Baghdad 7” Vital Music 
H,S Various Succour: Benefit Album Ptolemaic Terrascope 
0 Will Rigby Hello Recording Club April 1996 Hello CD 
1,J,L Centrafrique Xylophones de I’Ouham-Pendé Ocora 
A,B,H,1,J,K Bikini Kill Reject All American Kill Rock Stars 
G Fortune and Maltese and the Phabulous Pallbearers Screaming Apple @) 
A,B,H,J,K Honeybunch Time Trials 1987-1995 Summershine i— 
J,N Ray Condo & His Ricochets Swing Brother Swing! Joaquin e 
1,J James Booker Gonzo: 1954-1962 Rare & ... Collectables fA 
D,H,M Fomoflo Slugs and Firearms God Mountain 
1,J MAD MAD Grooves Kid Rhino A 
1,J Various Spotlite on Blast and Cheer Collectables ne 
B,G,J Dexter Romweber Folk Songs Permanent fe) 
H,1,J Various The Trip Hop Test Part 3 Moonshine SS 
A,B,C,H,I,J Beck Odelay DGC =z 
A,B,H Unitone HiFi Rewound + Rerubbed Incoming! “a 
A,B,H,J Various Eyesore: A Stab at the Residents Vaccination Lo 
A,B,E,F,H,J,K Microstoria s/t Thrill Jockey 
A,B,H,J,K Melt-Banana Scratch or Stitch Skin Graft C 
A,B,H,J,K Dub Narcotic Sound System Boot Party K w 
B,C,I,J Elvis Costello All This Useless Beauty Warner Bros. Ss 
C,1,J Definition of Sound Experience Fontana %) 
1,J,P Harry “The Hipster” Gibson Who Put the Benzedrine... Delmark Vo) 
B,G,J The Dave and Deke Combo Hollywood Barn Dance Heyday ‘> 
A) Adult Crash, 66 Ave. A (between 4th and Sth), Manhattan B) Mondo Kim’s, 6 St. Mark's PI., Manhattan G) Crazy Rhythms, 561 Bloomfield , Montclair, pe 


New Jersey D) Downtown Music Gallery, 211 E. 5th St. (near Bowery), Manhattan E) Ear Wax, 204 Bedford Ave. (near L-Train, Bedford Stop), Brooklyn 

F) Forced Exposure, P.O. Box 9102, Waltham, MA 02254 G) Midnight Records, 255 W. 23rd St. (near 7th Ave.), Manhattan H) Other Music, 15 E. 4th St. 
(near Broadway), Manhattan 1) Virgin Megastore, 1540 Broadway (between 45th and 46th), Manhattan J) Tower Records, 692 Broadway (at 4th St.), 
Manhattan K) Ajax Mailorder, P.O. Box 805293, Chicago, IL 60680-4114 L) World Music Institute, 49 W. 27th St. # 810, New York, NY 10001 

M) Wayside Mailorder, Box 8427, Silver Spring, MD 20907-8427 N) Roots and Rhythm, P.0. Box 837, El Cerrito, CA 94530 0) Hello CD, P.O. Box 55, 
Palisades, NY 10964 P) Delmark, 4121 N. Rockwell, Chicago IL 60618 Q) Basta, c/o VPRO, Postbus 11, 1200 JC, Hilversum, Netherlands 
R) Gentle Giant, P.0. Box 50013, Kalamazoo MI 49005 $) Ptolemaic Terrascope, 37 Sandridge Rd., Melksham, Wiltshire, SN12 7BQ England 


A 2/00 


page 30 


“| 


609 AS OS aa 


aw 


4° 3 
Ore 


STUD 


[Paar 
——— 


STATE oF 
THE STATION 


by Station Manager Ken 


First, our engineer connected the motion detectors to a blinking halogen spotlight, to silently alert us if 
anybody tried to pass them through the compound’s perimeter. Then we installed steel security doors to 
reduce the risk of an accidental intrusion. The razor wire came next, and then the pepper spray canisters 
mounted above the turntables. But a small number still get into the building, and sometimes it seems like 
nothing we do will ever stop it. 

It's a sad fact. If record labels insist on releasing tribute albums, there's only so much we can do to 
keep them out of the record library. If someone really wants to get one inside WFMU, if they're smart, and if 
they're willing to put themselves at risk for their cause, that’s all it takes. They'll find a way to do it, no mat- 
ter how much razor wire we put up. 

It’s not the first bad trend WFMU's had to ride out. Upsala College put WFMU on the air in 1958, 
and the station became the country’s first full-time freeform radio station ten years later. We've 
weathered popular abominations from quadrophonic sound to the new music seminar, and through- 
out it, we've retained an unwavering commitment to diverse, spontaneous radio that veers from high 
art to trash culture in the blink of an eye. WFMU is still the only station that allows it’s DJs complete 
freedom over their own programs, for better or worse, and usually both. WFMU frequently modulates, 
but never vacillates. 

When the last LCD came out, we were ecstatic that we were the only department to have survived 
Upsala College’s closing. Now that we stand up and dust ourselves off, we see that the bad news is eeri- 
ly similar: we are the only thing to have survived Upsala College. Meaning that we're the lone occupants 
of an overgrown 37-acre campus, the silence of which is only occasionally interrupted by gunfire. Last 
Fall, the contents of the 40 surrounding buildings were auctioned off, and this summer, the bankruptcy 
court is selling off the real estate, including the dilapidated house that WFMU lives in. In a few months, 
we'll hopefully be paying rent to a new owner, whether it’s the East Orange Board of Education, Essex 
County, or a not-for-profit group that plans to turn Upsala’s property into a vocational school. This gives 
us time to find better digs in Jersey City or Hoboken, and to raise the money to pay for such a move. By 
the time you read this, we'll hopefully be breathing a sigh of relief that we were neither evicted nor forced 
to buy into the ghost campus. 

The closing of Upsala College was the second disastrous event that compelled WFMU to pursue a strat- 
egy of survival through growth. The first one started in 1989, when WFMU was attacked by four opportunis- 
tic public radio stations in a tangled technical-legalistic wank-off that eventually involved over 20 stations 
from Philadelphia to Connecticut. (WFMU eventually won, but the FCC is requiring us to move our transmit- 
ter site. We recently got FCC permission to relocate to a second “new” location, but we still need local 
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Mailing Address: Musicians and Bands: Send your recordings (any format) for 
Ken Freedman Station Manager/ WFMU airplay to the above address, Attention of Music Director. 
Program Director PO Box 1568 
Kelly Jones Office Manager : WFMU receives no funding from any institutions of any type. 
ey agroiah ay eda abner ra Montclair, NJ 07042 Tax deductible donations can be made out to "WFMU" and sent 
ris [Sakis perations/Catalog UIT. | to the above address. $10 or more comes with a subscription to LCD and a bumper sticker, 
Robin Edgerton Music Director $35 gets you all that plus the wondrous Chris Ware T-shirt ’ INFOZONE 


Main Office line: 201-678-8264 . THE NEXT WFMU RECORD FAIR IS webs httpi//www.wfmu.org 
On-Air line: 201-678-7743 SCHEOULEO FOR DEC. 7 & 8 ‘98, AT E-mail wfmu@wfmu.org 
Music Dept. line: 201-678-8751 ; To receive a menu of e-mail documents, send 
Catalog line: 201-678-4277 440 EAST 12TH STREET, NYC. a blank message to info@wfmu.org 


approvals before our antenna can be moved.) 

Being a victim is easy. Getting freeform radio into 
he next millennium is hard, but if anyone can do it, 
he listeners and staff of WFMU can. We made a con- 
cious decision to survive by reaching new listeners in 
ew areas, and by trying to distribute our program- 
ming in different ways, like via the web, or our catalog 
‘curiosities. It's eery that at a time when we see the 
eighborhood around us literally crumbling, some of 
yr survival efforts are finally beginning to pay off. 
WFMU's programming is on satellite now, and a 
non-commercial community station in Orange County, 
New York has already begun to simulcast part of 
WFMU's broadcast day at 90.1 fm. The simulcast can 
be heard in Western and Northern Jersey, parts of 
Pennsylvania, and parts of New York’s Hudson Valley. 
Other stations have expressed interest in doing the 
same, and even a few individuals are planning on buy- 
ing or leasing the unfortunately expensive $3,000 
receiver needed to pick up a static-free WFMU's signal. 
Many thanks to WFMU’s satellite funders from 1995 in 
making this dream a reality. After years of seeing 
WFMU's coverage area whittled down by the advent of 
new stations, we are finally seeing WFMU reaching 
new areas, and new listeners. 

Our Internet presence has also been going very 
well, and later this year we plan to offer people the 
chance to actually listen to the station over the World 
Wide Web using RealAudio software. This Fall we will 
relocate our web server to the offices of Network Arts in 
Hoboken, who are graciously donating access to their 
high speed phone connection. WFMU's website 
(http/www.wfmu.org) has been attracting about 
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60,000 hits each month. Once our audio is available 
there, it will be possible to hear a low-fi version of our 
programming anywhere on earth. Visitors to our web 
site recently voted for the worst song of the post war 
era, and as of presstime, the leading locus of pop 
music evil was Alanis Morrisette. Huge thanks go out 
to the volunteers who have kept our web site humming 
— especially Henry Lowengard, Dave Mandl, Kenny 
Goldsmith, Burt Schlatter and John Dalton. 

A few years ago, we realized that being indepen- 
dent of Upsala College would translate into much 
higher overhead costs for the station. If we wanted to 
avoid the slippery slope of corporate underwriting 
(a.k.a. commercials) and multiple annual beg-a- 
thons, we had better come up with some new fundrais- 
ing schemes. Now we can happily report that our two 
annual record fairs and our WFMU Catalog of 
Curiosities have added $100,000 annually to WFMU's 
coffers, and that number is still going up. The man 
who has organized the last four record fairs, WFMU's 
Volunteer Director Doug Schulkind, is leaving WFMU's 
small roster of full-time employees this summer. We 
have Doug to thank not only for the great job he did 
with the record fairs, but also as the leader of WFMU's 
tremendous volunteer army. We'll miss Doug's pres- 
ence around the office and his endless supply of bad 
puns, but we're glad that we'll still have him on board 
as a DJ, volunteer and record fair shaman/consultant. 
Our next record fair is scheduled for December 7th and 
8th at Mary Help of Christian’s Church, 440 East 12th 
Street in Manhattan. Our next Catalog of Curiosities is 
due out this November. 

Now all we need is a place to house this operation. 


After seeing 85 buildings in Jersey City, Hoboken and 
Newark, it looks most likely that WFMU will move to 
Jersey City, hopefully in the Summer or Fall of 1997. 
We're already beginning to plan a round of special 
events to span the Spring and Summer of 1997 to help 
pay for the move. Many thanks to everyone who 
pledged to our 1996 marathon, and especially to our 
300 “House of Tomorrow” pledgers, who have given us 
a running start on our future digs. 

Our new summer schedule has about 25 programs 
that are either new or have new hours, and our next 
schedule change occurs in October. While | relish the 
long-term commitment that our DJs make to WFMU, | 
also think it’s important to keep the schedule fresh, 
and | hope the new schedule achieves that. Many 
thanks to the hundreds of volunteers, both on and off 
the air, whose hard work keeps WFMU a functioning, 
thriving institution even in the face of disaster. Special 
thanks and our Periodic Lazarus Award goes to Rex 
Doane, for bringing LCD back to life, with a big nod to 
our returning art director and web serf Burt Schlatter. 
This is the first of what | hope will be many issues with 
Rex as editor. Earlier this year, LCD’s tenth anniversary 
passed without notice, mainly because we hadn't had 
an issue ina long time. Rex’s energy and talent will 
change all that, and will return to the WFMU communi- 
ty the printed counterpart to our programming that is 
our collective birthright. Surely, WFMU has been 
touched by the hand of our Lord. Onward Ho. 


Ken Freedman is the Station Manager and Elder Scapegoat of WFMU 


sort-of proudly presents 


THAT'S IRRITAINMENT! 


NOW AVAILABLE FROM THE WFMU CATALOG OF CURIOSITIES! 
In addition to "Best of WFMU-TV" and "UNIVAC ", WFMU-TV presents a NEW 
videotape of the obnoxious yet infectious phenomenon known as IRRITAINMENT! 


THAT'S IRRITANMENT! 


A breezy montage of stuff that is not so good! Features two songs from the amazing 
BOTHO LUCAS CHOIR, the visual embodiment of ez listening muzik; a history of 
cinematic vomiting; ELP/the flying piano; PHIL DONAHUE tap dances; SHATNER 
Rocketman and Sex U up; TELLY SAVALAS music video IF; the STONES lip synch 
SONNY & CHER; JOSEPH BEUYS sings crappy new wave! And much more, 
including the patron saint of irritainment, HEINO dancing and zinging mit out 


Sunglasses! (60 minutes) 


Call (201) 678-4277 to order! 


VIDEO $21 #16503V 
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WFMU-TV can be seen every week in MANHATTAN, late Thursday nights 1:30 AM, Ch. 16 
and in BROOKLYN, late Fridays, 12:30 AM Ch. 34/67 Produced by Mark Rudolph (WFMUTV@aol.com) 


X -R. ay by Ray Davies 


Literary Value: Surprisingly good neo-Katka- 
esque writing. Snaps for cutting it off after 
Village Green Preservation Society. 

Sleaze Factor: Medium to High 

Favorite Page: Ray tries to arrange a marriage 
between his pesky younger brother Dave and the 
real David Watts, a retired military man. 


“| asked the Major if he fancied Mick. He said, 
‘Oh God, no, not that slut. I’m more interested in 
that little whore,’ and pointed to Dave, who was 
dancing with Mick. Then various members of the 
regional constabulary and other local dignitaries 
arrived to join in the impromptu festivities 
which, by some strange coincidence, were with- 
out women, in drag or otherwise. After downing 
half a bottle of Pinkers, | decided that positive 
action should be taken. | seized the moment and 
started negotiations with the Major for my broth- 
er’s hand, thinking that he would be outraged at 
this suggestion and have us thrown out. Was he 
actually interested? Or was he just playing 
along? Here was an opportunity of finally 
unloading my little brother.” 


Kink by Dave Davies 


Literary Value: Good straight forward expository 
writing for the first two thirds, then he is visited 
by flying saucers and it all goes to heck. 

Sleaze Factor: Starts of very high then dips 
Favorite Passage: Dave’s take on David Watts 


“The transformation in our host, David Watts, 
was truly the most extraordinary. This smart, 
tough-looking disciplinarian type had, by the 
continued use of alcohol and hashish, gone 
through a staggering metamorphosis. Before our 
eyes this pillar of the community had become a 
delightfully funny, witty, flagrantly eccentric and 
flamboyant homosexual. With arms flailing the- 
atrically in the air as he danced and pranced, 
Watts stole kisses from his police friends at 
every opportunity. His facial muscles flexed into 
absurd and contorted expressions that would not 
have been out of place in a Fellini film...David 
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(Watts) took me aside to a quiet corner for a 
chat. He was extremely drunk. He leered lustfully 
at me through his big doggy watery eyes. He 
invited me upstairs to a small gym that he had 
built alongside his bedroom and asked me to 
work out on his exercise bicycle. | seized the 
opportunity like a true prick-teaser. 

“As | cycled and sweated and sweated, | 
could sense that David was reaching the per- 
spiring limits of self-control. Now | understood 
how women felt when being leched at by some 
perverse and dirty old man. It was quite an inter- 
esting feeling of power. | must admit. After some 
strategic maneuvering by David, we ended up in 
a full and deep embrace, his arms wrapped 
around me like a seething octopus.” 


Be My Baby 


by Ronnie Spector with Vince Walden 


Literary Value: Charming 
Favorite Passage: The inflatable Phil Spector 


| was amazed as when he [Phil] reached into 
the trunk of my brand-new car and pulled out 
that life-sized inflatable plastic mannequin. 

“What do you think?” he asked, holding it in 
the air like a giant trophy. | didn’t know what to 
say. The thing was as big as he was, and it was 
dressed in a pair of his best pants and a freshly 
ironed shirt. In fact, the thing looked exactly like 
Phil in every way, except that its knees were bent 
in a permanent sitting position. 

“Well,” | said. “It’s you, right?” He nodded his 
head. 

“C'mon,” he said. “Is it perfect or what?” 

“Yeah. Its...really...” | paused, wracking my 
brain for the right word. “Perfect. But, Phil. What 
is it supposed to do?” 

“I'll show you,” he said. | watched in utter 
amazement as he walked to the passenger door, 
opened it, and carefully placed the inflatable 
Phil in the bucket seat. Then he fastened a seat 
belt across the guy's lap, straightened its shirt 
collar, and adjusted the cloth hat that sat on top 
of the thing's pink plastic head. “There,” he 
said, stepping back. “Oh, wait,” he added. 


“Almost forgot the finishing touch.” 

Then he ran back over to the inflatable may 
pulled out a cigarette, and fitted it into the 
thing’s mouth. Finally, he slammed the door ang 
stood back. “Tah-daah!” he said, turning to me 
with a crooked little smile. “What do you think?” 

“It’s great, Phil,” | said, and | wasn’t lying 
Sitting there like that this plastic guy really did 
look almost real. “But | still don’t get it,” | said, 
“Why do | want it to look like there’s somebody in 
the car with me when there isn’t?” 

“Don’t you get it?” he asked in a tone of voice 
that made me feel like | must've missed some- 
thing. “It’s for when you're driving alone.” | still 
looked completely confused, so he spelled it out 
for me. “Now nobody will fuck with you when 
you're driving alone.” 

So that was it. Phil had actually gone to the 
trouble of making a dummy of himself to watch 
over me when he wasn’t around. | was wondering 
if he’d gone insane as | watched him make a few 
last-minute adjustments in the tilt of the guy's 
hat. He really was proud of his little masterpiece. 


The Life and Times of 
Little Richard 


by Charles White 


Sleaze Factor: Advanced 
Favorite Passage: A backstage threesome with 
Buddy Holly and ex-wife Angel 


“Buddy liked Angel. He was a wild boy for the 
women. One time we were playing at the 
Paramount Theater and Buddy came into my 
dressing room while | was jacking off with Angel 
sucking my titty. Angel had the fastest tongue in 
the West. Well, she was doing that to me and 
Buddy took out his thing. He was ready, so she 
opened up her legs and he put it in her. He was 
having sex with Angel, | was jacking off, and 
Angel was sucking me, when they introduced his 
name on stage! He was trying to rush so he 
could run on stage. He made it, too. He finished 
and went to the stage still fastening himself up. 
I'll never forget that. He came and he went.” 


i'd Rather Be The Devil 


Skip James & The Blues 


Sleaze Factor: High . | 
Favorite Passage: Concerning Skip’s medical 


problems 


jyst as his infallible antennae had failed to 
warn him of the underminer in Tunica, so did the 
$265 James paid to lift his ‘jinks of death’ fail to 
alleviate his condition. In early 1965, he became 
patient at D.C. General Hospital. To James’ 
horror, he was castrated after doctors discovered 
his tumor was cancerous.” 


Great Balls of Fire 


The Uncensored Story of Jerry Lee Lewis 
by Myra Gail Lewis with Murray Silver 


Sleaze Factor: Way up there 
Favorite Passage: Pau/ Anka meets the Killer 


“| never hadda beer before,” Paul commented 
to his friends. 

“Do tell,” said Jay (Brown), winking at the 
others. “Well, you'd like it.” 

“Looks good,” Paul said thirstily. 

“ls good,” said Jay. “I think we can find you a 
glass.” 

“Oh, no,” Paul protested, “I gotta sing 
tonight. I'm the headliner, you know. I'll just 
have a Coke.” 

“The headliner?” Jerry hollered from the end 
of the bench. 

‘That's right.” Paul flashed his toothy grin. 

“No Cokes,” said Jerry. “they ain’t been 
invented here yet. Alls they serve here is beer.” 

“How about milk?” 

“Sure, if you can stomach the stuff. It comes 
from kangaroos.” 

The boys cracked up over that one. Warming 
to the occasion, Paul decided to join them in just 
one beer. 

“Go on now, Paul,” Jerry prompted. “Ain’t 
nothin’ in it to hurt ya. They give it to babies.” 

Paul took bird sips at the mug, managing to 
suck down some of the suds. Finding nothing 
objectionable about the taste, he took a long, 
Steady drink. 

"Like it?” Jay asked. 

“Yeah, boy,” Paul squeaked. 

“Good. Have another. They got plenty.” 

_ “Ifeel pretty good,” Paul braved after finish- 
ing his first beer. 

“Loosens up the vocal cords, “ Jerry stated, 

‘It does?” Paul asked in amazement. 

“Absolutely. Wouldn’t go on without a coupla 
beers first, Right, Jay?” 

“Right. J'ever notice how sometimes you'll get 
up there to sing an’ your throat gets tight an’ you 


can’t hit them high notes? Beer fixes all that.” 
Jay smiled, getting up to fetch another bucket. 
After two more trips to the window, the boys were 
glad all over, having led impressionable Paul 
down the path to blue ruin. 

“Come on, Paul,” Jerry said, “I'll drive you 
around a spell so you can sober up. You boys go 
on back to the hotel an’ I'll look after Anchor 
here.” 

Jerry poured Paul into the rental car and took 
off into the Australian countryside. Paul clutched 
his stomach and doubled over. When next he 
opened his eyes, he found himself in the middle 
of nowhere. There was no recognizable landmark, 
only dense brush and few open spaces. 

“What're we stoppin’ for?” Paul asked dizzily. 

“We're stoppin’ here ‘cause |’m gonna kill 
you,” Jerry joked with a straight face. “No one 
will ever know what happened to Paul Anchor. 
They'll never find you, there'll be no one to 
blame. They'll jus’ think you’ve run off with the 
kangaroos.” 

Paul began to cry. “Lemme go, please. | 
haven't done nothin’.” 

“Don’t matter, Paul, it’s the perfect crime. No 
body, no witnesses. I’ve always wanted to do it. 
Now’s my chance. Didn't you know about head- 
liners, Paul? I’ve always hated headliners,” Jerry 
said quietly. 

Paul got sick. It was time for the prank to 
end. Jerry drove Paul to the hotel, where he ran 
upstairs to his room and stayed there. That 
night, the emcee informed the capacity crown 
that the headliner was unable to perform due to 
illness. For the rest of the week, for the rest of 
his life, Paul Anka kept a great distance from the 
Killer. 


Last Train To Memphis: 


The Rise of Elvis Presley 
by Peter Guarlnick 


Sleaze Factor: Not much but what it’s got is great 
Favorite Passage: E/vis meets Ira Louvin 


Elvis was hanging around the dressing room 
with the Louvins, singing hymns and playing the 
piano when, in the recollection of Ira’s younger 
brother, Charlie, “Elvis said, ‘Boy, this is my favorite 
music.’ Well, Ira walked up and said, ‘Why, you 
white nigger, if that’s your favorite music, 
why don’t you do that out yonder? Why 
don't you do that nigger trash out there?’ 
Presley said, ‘When I'm out there, | do what 
they want to hear and when I’m back 
here, | can do what | want to do.” 
Ira flashed and “tried to strangle 
him,” according to Charlie, “and 
they were very distant from 
that point on.” 
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Nico 
The Life and Times of an Icon 
by Richard Witts 


Sleaze Factor: Off the chart 
Favorite Passage: Fun with Nico and Brian Jones 


(Too disgusting to reprint. Consult Pages 
106-107 — ed.) 


—— 
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Under a Hoodoo Moon 
by Dr. John (Mac Rebennack) with Jack Rummel 


Sleaze Factor: Wow! 
Favorite Passage: Past jobs 


“When | had my bullshit pimping operation, | 
tried an abortion business on the side with this 
doctor, whom I'll call Joe. Joe once told me he 
used to do abortions for women in a concentra- 
tion camp in Europe. After the war, he had 
skipped to the States and ended up in New 
Orleans, where he stuck with the hustle he knew 
best. It was part of my job to get rid of the bod- 
ies of the little babies. Joe would give me a 
package with a baby inside, and I'd take it to the 
Seventeenth Street drainage canal and throw it 
in. For years, | used to have nightmares about 
the bodies of these little babies floating around 
in the water.” 


The Hound can be heard every Saturday on WFMU from 3-6pm. 
He lives and loves in NYC. 
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It's hat, easy fo see how rime and adulation could pass 
by an old salty sea dog like Paul Page. 
Why, it’s clear that a lot of New Orleans’ greatest R&B pianists never bothered to make 
The PHIL MAO RIosAP A recordings; they made too good a living working in bordellos to bother with the budding 
eS SwAAS tA eS recording industry and its pratfalls. We'll never hear “Sullivan Rock,” Frank Duston, 

Robert Bertrand, “Rocker,” “Drive “Em Down,” “Boogus” and “Kid Stormy Weather.” But 
hey, jazz, blues and R&B are at least well-documented genres. Who’s ever bothered to 
write the history of that Hawaiian hybrid that’s become known as Exotica? People are 
just becoming aware of Martin Denny, but what of his contemporaries? Very little is 
known about big shots like Lani McIntire and Arthur Lyman, let alone more obscure char- 
acters like Eden Ahbez. Then there's the fringe musician who works for a living, playing 
at Polynesian-themed restaurants every night and maybe getting around to pressing up 
an album or two for their barroom clientele. One may even believe that nothing signifi- 
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cant, relevant or “valid” could come from such recordings. After all, isn’t the essence 0 
| Remember a lounge repertoire nothing more than familiar covers, maybe given a perverse “enter- 


eBLANn 0 =3 tainer” twist? 
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| would have stumbled upon Paul Page even if | never read the REsearch books 
Incredibly Strange Music Vol. | & I. He certainly wasn’t featured in those books. Asa 
surfer, I'd been collecting Hawaiian and Exotica records casually for years. Look in the 
puny record collection of even the most jock-like surfer asshole, and he'll be sure to have 
something Hawaiian to remind him of “the islands.” On a recent trip to Honolulu | got 
extremely lucky. Froggie’s Records, who for years had been selling used books and vinyl 
to the underground market, was finally closing its doors, and | scooped up about 50 
albums for a buck apiece. Knowing | couldn’t take everything home, | only bought locally 
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sessed items that never make it to the mainland, let alone thrift shops. | had to be 
slective. | picked out what seemed to be the purest or most ethnic stuff: LPs with 
Hula maidens swaying next to gourds and palm trees...LPs with the most pre- 
dictable wacky Hawaiian settings on the cover that contained the raw deal inside. 

As soon as | pawed past the clearly unusual cover of Pieces of Eight (I was 
tying not to buy records by white guys - haoles if you will), something stopped me, and | had 
ogo back. Here’s some haole cat who looks like Gary Cooper wearing a Skipper hat on the cover of an 
album with a pirate-like title. What the hell is he doing here? | turn the cover over and ponder these 
sketches of docks, seagulls, ships, barnacles, islands, tikis...STOP RIGHT THERE - TIKIS? 
Noticing the name of the steel guitar player as Hawaiian, | figure what the hell, this must be 
worth a buck. | boxed my purchases and mailed ‘em back to the mainland, mystified and won- 

ring what the hell that was all about? 
Of course, in a stack of 50 LPs ( and 50 78's procured in the basement of an old lady's 
fuse it was my good fortune to raid), this was definitely the first thing | had to check out. | 
pretty much knew what the rest would sound like, the individual favorites would come later. Who 
the hell was this Polynesian Pirate guy? That had to be answered. On first spin, it became clear 
‘hat this was a winner. A cheap-sounding Chinese gong blasted a tinny, echoless introduction to 
China Nights,” which apparently had been a good place for Page’s backing group, The Island- 
Aires to “live and love.” So it’s the decadence of the wandering seaman we're dealing with 
already, Nevt up, it’s as flipped as it’s ever gonna get, as we are introduced to Paul Page... narrat- 
ng “When Sam Comes Back to Samoa.” (Can this guy actually sing, or is this just a put on?): 
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Now Sam's been gone for a long, long time 
while he’s been away 


Rock ‘n Roll has come & gone 
and Jazz is here to stay! 
When Sam goes back to Samoa 
> ae He'll have to change all his wicky-wacky-wu* 
INS — ; 


5 


~<=— 


| 
oe! 


(hardly actual Samoan language, friends) 
for to Swing and Sway, the Island Way 
means Rock-A-Hula baby, | love you 
Rock-A-Hula honey, | love you 


It’s pretty clear from this statement that the 
album came out sometime after the release of 
the Elvis Presley film “Blue Hawaii” and before 


February 7, 1964. 


Page comes off like a gracious host on the 
entire LP. The Island-Aires sing a few genius 
numbers (“Ports 0’ Call,” “Matey” and the peppy 
“Let’s Have a Luau”), Bernie Kaii Lewis plays 
some splendid steel guitar solos on “Beyond the 
Reef” and “Sweet Someone,” and Page lays 
down some fine benedictions himself. Most of 
the tunes included are originals, and some lines, 
perhaps, only Page can sing in his own inim- 


itable style: 


It doesn’t cost a cent for her upkeep 
for there’s nothing that she needs! 
All she wears is a 
great big smile 

and a little string of 
beads 

(“My Fiji Island 
Queen”) 


Then there’s the big 
emotional number, 
“Castaway.” 
Backed by Bernie 
Kaii Lewis’ sad 
steel guitar, a 
despondent Page 
slowly repeats 
“Castaway. 
Castaway. 
Castaway. 
Castaway..” in such 
a reflective tone 
that it’s obvious 
he’s adrift, and a 
dreamlike states takes 
hold: 


Once | had my love beside me 

in a harbor called home 

and now without my love to guide me 
I’m just a derelict on the foam 


The album ends with the “Pacific Farewell 
Medley” representing New Zealand's Maori 
(“Now Is The Hour”), The Philippines (“Philippine 
Farewell”), Japan (“Sayanara”), Tahiti (“E 
Maururu A Vaai”) and Hawaii (“Aloha Oe”). Over 
Bernie’s steel guitar, Page recites a descriptive 
Don Blanding poem called “Aloha Oe” that 
echoes this most famous melody of the islands. 
You're swept away, the masterpiece is in the 
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bag, and you wonder “where is this guy, and 
what the hell is he doing now?” 

| caught up with Paul Page through ASCAP, 
whose logo is proudly emblazoned on the back 
cover of every Paul Page album I've seen. In fact, 
one of the oddball things about Page’s liner 
notes is the way he boasts about his member- 
ship in the song publishing organization. He’s 85 
years old now, and the rough life of a seafaring 
beachcomber has caught up with him. His hear- 
ing is almost gone, and in the past two years it’s 
been getting tough for him to remember all the 
details of his illustrious, exotic career. Once a 
male model who auditioned for a part against a 
young John Wayne, Page now fittingly wears an 
eye patch. The ravages of hard drinking and wild 
women in various ports have taken their toll. The 
guy in an Old Spice commercial plays a role; 
Paul Page lived it and wrote songs to tell the 
tale. 

“| was quite a rounder in my day...there’s too 
much to tell. | was busy modeling for photogra- 


The Paul Page Orchestra, circa 1944 


phers and working on radio. | knew so many 
women in my modeling days, | must’ve gone to 
bed with over 400 women. Isn't that awful? 
Terrible...and | never once ever had any kind of 
disease. I’m clean.” 

Page was reared in Indiana, and by the time 
he was in high school became “the youngest 
commercial newspaper editor in the United 
States” he brags. “Walter Winchell once called 
me the multiple man, because | had so many 
amazing talents...at least a dozen of ‘em that | 
made money on.” Shortly after graduation he 
relocated to Juneau, Alaska and got a job with a 
small newspaper. He also kickstarted his music 
career, playing live on the local airwaves. “I had 
a radio program up in Alaska for the 0.C. Smith 
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Typewriter Company, and one day | looked Over 
the control room and there sat Will Rogers te 
comes out and says, ‘You’re good, kid. Yoy ain' 
gonna stay up here in Alaska, are ya?’ | says 4 
ain't?’ ‘Well,’ he says ‘Maybe ain’t ain't right 
but | know a lot of people who ain't sayin’ ainy 
they ain’t ain’tin. Think about it...” 

With this wisdom and encouragement from 
an American folk hero of such magnitude, Page 
took his Alaskan experience and brought it bac, 
home to nearby Chicago. “I always likeg 
Hawaiian music. ‘Pages of Memory’ was the 
name of my radio show on the NBC network, ang 
| had fan clubs all over North America. We did 3 
program every morning at the head of ‘The 
Breakfast Club.’ | just played and sang on piano 
and organ, all by myself, and | wrote the script, | 
did ‘My Isle of Golden Dream,’ which was written 
by the composer of the Breakfast Club theme, 
Walter Blaufuss. So | got this Hawaiian band 
together and Art Reams became my manager. 
We toured the country, and an NBC producer 
came into the 
nightclub to 
hear me sing 
and play. That 
night they hired 
me, offering me 
a 10-year con- 
tract on NBC. 
This all hap- 
pened around 
Pearl Harbor 
Day, December 
7th, 1942.” 

It was dur- 
ing these radio 
broadcasts that 
Page began to 
incorporate the 
element of 
Polynesian poet- 
ry. He was espe- 
cially inspired 
by Don Blanding, the “Poet Laureate” of Hawaii 
whose 1928 book “Vagabond’s House” featured 
the verse of a drifting beachcomber and cameo- 
styled illustrations of island scenery. Paul Page 
would soon adapt Blanding’s art style to the 
exotica environment, but initially Page concen- 
trated on Blanding’s poetic dream world to con- 
jure up a floor show atmosphere unique in its 
time (and non-existent today). 

When Page came in off the road, he devel- 
oped modeling as a sideline income. “I was 4 
very popular photographers model for maga- 
zines. About that time | auditioned for a part ina 
movie with John Wayne. He was the same size! 
was.” On the West Coast trip, Page made con 
tact with Sol Hoopi, the legendary lap steel gu! 
tarist reputed to have inspired both 
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he God of Recreation as oldie continued to 
un ts the Port of Los Angeles at San Pedro. 
4s Vichener’s South Pacific was a Broadway 
“82, and Thor Heyerdah’s adventure book Kon 
‘ii set the tone of Los Angeles during the 
Truman #4. Soon the area was overwhelmed 
"thi apartment complexes, a surfing craze 
20 knock-off tiki restaurants by the dozens. 
“aal Page had little trouble finding work. 

‘| played at a restaurant called ‘Pago Pago’ 


ete eee a ee ae ee ne 


am and em far 20 years. 2 colemanst ie Van Nes 
Saag | was Ge mest pepwler emtertaimer ia the 
Sam Fersande Valley___that’s 2 big valley, yeu 
tome” Caimeidestalie, ome of Page's best tunes 
was tied “Page Page.” Meking off 2 personal 
tend wierem Paul Page somes (and LPs) would 
be mamed after thn restaurants ie the Greater 
les Angetes anca_ Page werted at the “Pieces of 
Engat” im Marina De! Rey aad sare enough, a 
great fuse and a2 entire LP bere that name. 
Them there wes the “Castaway” in Glendale, 
wiach was auether great seng and LP title. 
Fimally, there was the “Ports of Call” in San 
Pedra, and ef coarse Page did net miss the 
@ppertenity 2 meme 2 cool song after this estad- 
ishmest_ and follow @ up with an LP bearing the 

as Angeles. | 


; bxtre mely hip and 
ahead of their ti ps for amateur 
songwriters in Hollywood er a song shark com- 
pany. They'd send in their lyrics, and I'd write the 
music and record ‘em (the songs). Magazine 
ads, you know, for songwriters.” 
Hmmmnnnn...Paul Page also shared two voca- 
tions with recent phenomenon Harvey Sid Fisher: 
modeling and astrology songs. Some three 
decades before the unintentional novelty success 
of the bewildered Harvey Sid, Paul Page released 
12 45RPM singles, years before any hippie 


astrolagy tread. Qne side featured aa astrolagt- 
cal amadysis, and the flip had a sang represent- 
ing the month. He set up 2 separate record label 
for these ditties called, you guessed 2, Astrodagy 

Page was beginaing te tera aut albums at a 
caasistent rate tea, and the quality never suf- 
fered. He used the best talent around, which iS 
odd far such independent releases, but Page cer- 
tainty had the respect of the Hawaiian music 
community. “I worked with Jerry Byrd. He's the 
greatest steel guitarist in the business. Bernie 
Kaii Lewis was actually the greatest of them ail, 
but he died tee soon. He was good, | recorded 
with him a let. He could play anything...he did 
“Nova” oo aie Sl rr tac & 


Hawaii.” : 

By this time, Page: 

Angeles to the island of Hawaii. “! played the 
Kona Coast, and was the best known entertainer 
on the Big Island. | worked for the Kona Steak 
House and | wrote for the Kona Hilton Hotel. | 
played all over the islands, and knew Martin 
Denny well. I’d been out to his house many times 
in Honolulu, and he used to come and see me 
when | played.” Paul Page became so firmly 
entrenched in the culture that he became the 
president of the Hawaiian Professional 
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Songwriters Society. For their newspaper, he penned a cartoon col- 
umn as “Chief Wahanui.” His love for the music had consumed his 
being. On his first LP recorded in Hawaii (Passport to Paradise) 
Page even showed a social consciousness in his lyrics: 


Across the water see how they rise 

concrete to the skies 

Tall tiki towers reminding me, Hawaii’s on the go 
and this | know 

Au E Mau Ke Ea 0 Kaina | Kapono 

just as true as in kamehameha’s day 

and the blue island sky will reflect in the water 
if we all try to keep it that way 

(“Ala Wai Blues”) 


He'd definitely flipped - big time. So firmly entrenched in the home 
of his first love, Passport to Paradise includes perhaps the greatest 
tribute to Hawaiian music ever recorded, “The Big Luau in the Sky.” 
When | brought this song up, it didn’t take long for the withered 
memory of Paul Page to strike up the words off the top of his head. 
“Oh yeah, that was one of my favorites. There’s a narrated verse 
where | mention practically every important Hawaiian musician of 
this century - you name ‘em, | mention ‘em all.” And then Paul 
Page, on the telephone from Arizona to San Francisco, bursts out 
into song: > 
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Domenic Priore is the author of Look listen. Vibrate, Smile, (Lost Gasp). 
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up/CD OUT SOON 
ON TOUR THIS SUMMER 


www.grandroyal.com 
po box 26689 *la*ca* 90026 


CURLEW "Paradise" 
(Cuneiform Rune 80) [CD] 


Saxophonist George Cartwngnht leads dual guitarists 
Davey Williams & Chris Cochrane, bassist Ann Rupel, 
& drummer Samm Bennett. Curlew’s music always unites 


“Cities’ 


st ~ 
MIRIODOR “Elastic Juggling" yT! : 
(Cuneiform Rune 78) [CD] 7 
Montreal's Minodor have been making adventurous R.1.0. 
rock music for over a decade. This fourth release is 
certainly their best yet. Performed on piano, synths, guitar, 
bass and drums, plus saxophone and musica! guests. 


RATTLEMOUTH “Walking A Full Moon Dog" 
(Cuneiform Rune 81) [CD] 
An offshoot of Richmond's legendary Orthotonics, 
Rattlemouth features saxist/vocalist Danny Finney and 
guitarist Rebby Sharp, with a supple & powerful rhythm section. 
Music that isn't afraid to rock hard while engaging the brain. 


C.W. VRTACEK "Silent Heaven" 


(Cuneiform Rune 79) [CD] 
C.W.'s scarce 3rd & 4th solo Ips, both works of considered 
musical thought, re-released on one CD. “Always the 
same question: how to find silence in the midst of chaos?” 
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4 SPACE : 
LUCIA 
PAMELA 


Lucia Pamela—into Outer Space 
AA-037 


Space Negros—Dig Archaeology 
Volume 3 (1981-1993) AA- 


David Arvedon—n Search of The Most 
Unforgettable Tree We Ever Met 


es 


The Talent Show AA-056 
Jack Mudurain—Downloading 
The Repetoire AA-057 


BOSTON UNDERGROUND -SIXTIES SOUNDS 


FLAT EARTH SOCIETY 


EWaleecoy =~ 


Again At Andover AA-034 
Flat Earth Society—Waleeco/ 
The Lost—Space Kids AA-042 
The Scotty Story AA-043 


Rising Storm—Calm Before... / Alive 


The IGL Rock Story —Part One 
1965-1967) AA-045 
6 a 
30 Seconds Before The Calico Wall 
New England Teen Scene 
(1965-1968) ED-1002 


Mandatory listening experiences from ARF! ARF! only $14.* each plus $3. shipping. 
Overseas add $4. for the first CD plus $2. each additional CD. (*except David Arvedon 2-CD set $18.) 
Write for a FREE catalog. Check out our web site at: http://www.tiac.net/users/aheller 


PO. BOX 465, MIDDLEBOROUGH, MA. 02346 USA (617) 924-4868 / FAX (617) 924-4830 


4 continued from page 5 
ie and bustline and personality manuals, 
“ w also booklets on how to make more 
* how to look lovelier after 40, how to use 
wit look taller, dance better, be a better 
na the man of your dreams, and sim- 
Me usework These were sold in displays that 
a only one foot of counter space, and sold 
ett so the profit margins and easy 
snetailit made them popular with the 
shains as well as with mom & Pop establish- 
nents. In the sixties, Joe published minis on 
birth control, giving parties, being assertive, 
and, yes, an informative manual about pot, pills 
4 heroin called Don't Be A Dope. Each of these 
ittle books starts off with a intro by the boss 
jitled, “Pull Up A Chair. Let’s Talk About...” 
ahere you'd be served a slab of wisdom and 
encouragement from JB. These minis were so 
popular that they stayed in print for thirty years 
with only slightly modified illustrations and 
graphics. One of the last of the minis was titled, 
What | Know About Women by Joe Bonomo. It was 

comprised of 64 blank pages! 


Bonomo stayed active in dozens of different 
businesses through the sixties and seventies, 
but the king’s strongman crown was whipped off 
his noggin when Joe Weider, despite his own 
vayfaring financials, muscled into the front of 
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the fitness field by allying himself with the Mr. 
Universe contest. With a young Arnold 
Schwartzeneggar in one pocket and lovely life- 
time partner Betty Brosmer in another, Weider, 
who never ventured far from bulging biceps, cre- 
ated the modern vision of lifeless brawn and 
pabulum healthfulness whose only true vigor 
was induced by steroids and mass building sup- 
plements—all admirable feats on a somewhat 
less divine level, but hardly the heady stuff that 
unseats mere mortals to the true Olympus. 


Maybe he spread himself too thin, maybe 
not, but somewhere between the rise and fall of 
JB & his many enterprises—and most definitely 
upon Weider’s obvious usurpment of the brawn 
belt—the noise and brawl and mayhem that col- 
ored Bonomo's personal improvement schemes 
was muted by pot smoking vagrant schemers 
who hatched a gazillion dollar self help industry 
built upon an ice nine hen house of beige quack- 
ery tuned into a numbing celestial hum of vibra- 
sonic high colonics. Where once had ruled a 
happy Turk encouraging the lost, lonely and 
vicious to get up and swing from the chande- 
liers, is now a sinister mecca of pseudo-psycho- 
metaphysical harlots who create for hapless 
hoards a dim view, a slim chance, and a perpe- 
tuity of blissless calm. And thus has evolved a 
grievous situation whereby the “attuned” and 


the “healthy” block off the joys of the present 
with meditation and medication, who replace the 
natural naughty carnival melee of our fabulous 
modern world with moronic pre-recordings of 
fabricated sounds that only suggest the wind in 
bold trees and the surf on sunset beaches. Joe 
Bonomo considered artifice an abomination. In 
vitro, alias, virtual reality—all proxy to the man 
was a pox. Joe Bonomo would tell us to pull up a 
chair and talk about our short comings- our 
clumsiness on the dance floor, our lackluster 
bustlines, our lack of razzle at parties, our addic- 
tion to narcotics, our bad hair days. These brief 
chats never even suggested failure, never avoid- 
ed action, never blamed a cold world or a bad 
childhood. In fact each directive clearly stated 
with parachute jump enthusiasm that life was a 
gift, that every breath could be a positively 
boner-inducing fantasia should we “wake up 
and live”. 


Joe Bonomo, great fearless Brooklyn candy- 
man movie star powerlifter, mighty author and 
publisher and entrepreneur and philosopher and 
motivator and tiger man, kind daring inspiration 
and provider of cheap records to cashless 
teenagers, we salute you. 


Miriam Linna is co-founder of Norton Records and Kicks magazine. 
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IGGY POP'S FIRST BAND! Screamin’ big foot long slab 
o’ Michigan garage punk bad attitude mayhem circa 
196365, Iggy on traps n' screeches! Thee absolute 


ble black PVC which meets all rigorous Norton tests. 
You dug their story in KICKS #7, now hear ‘em yuhself!! 
Dig The Ig! Norton LP ED-251 THE IGUANAS 


THE B 

wildest! Pressed on luxurious hi-quality washable, flexi- ponte monster genius Chicago to Holly-wood to 
egas 1958-1967 w/soopah deluxe booklet! 
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RON HAYDOCK & THE BOPPERS « 99 CHICKS 
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In fact, every inch of your body, as you sit there reading 
this, is presently covered with billions of microscopic 
amoebas and parasites. Science has taught us that these 
intrusions are unavoidable. They range from the Lithio- 
biopod, a tiny millipede that is attracted to pubic hair 
and nests in bathroom soap, to the Sharptonian Eruptus, 

a parasite that attacks the enamel of your teeth and is 
commonly found in imported French drinking water and 

dried sea weed. All told, there are more than 20 million 


known parasites and the average American is infected by 
at least 12 percent of this number. 


W// 
Hf 
Well think again my dear friend: your skin and your bones 
are merely just homes for billions of pests, an arny of 
guests, making their nests by opening their doors in the 
folds of your pores. Awake or in bed, from your toes to 


your head, you’re crawling with visitors that should fill 
you with dread. 
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Most experts agree that near 
several Tape Worms living in their stomach linings. The 
en cause a myriad of disorders, including stomach aches, 
cir apie dM pire uae of appetite and diarrhea. Have you 
. nced such s toms? i 

findings of the U.S. Governmen,, Melis according to the 
In the worst cases, 
the host to absorb n 


One of the most interesting and common examples is the Tape 
Worm, which, according to a July 18, 1989 article in the 

American Medical Society’s journal INTERTIDAL INVERTEBRATES, 
is found in nearly 60 percent of all pork, beef, and fish 


products available on the market. This number jumps to 
78 percent when addressing restaurant products. 
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But in years past, Tape Worms were not always so suspicious-— 
ly viewed. The Bristol Meyers Corporation, for example, 
sold the worms in small Tic Tac-like packages as an appetite 
suppressant in the 1920s. Before that, one needs look no 
further that the Bible to see that God Himself, in the guise 
of His only son, Jesus, extolled the virtues of the para- 
sites as a healing remedy for debauchery (Mark, Chap. 12. 
Verse 27). And as recently as 1987, talk show host Oprah 
Winfrey featured the parasites on her program as a way in 
which some women choose to lose weight. "Raw pork is the 
answer to America’s diet woes," Winfrey actually said on her 
August 23rd, 1987 progran. 


AND HOW DO THE WORMS SPREAD? Farmers, fishermen and general 
unsanitary conditions are the culprits. Like many simple 
organisms, Tape Worms breed through binary fission: once 
a segnent of a tapeworm iS broken apart it forms a new 
nenber which can go on to infect thousands of more people. 
Thus, an infected person who craps in the woods or into 
the sea will, through his or her feces, plant seeds for 
the drinking water of cows, pigs or fish that will burrow 
into the muscles of these animals and will eventually 
end up lodged in the pinkish filets found in our nation’s 
supermarkets and the prime cuts served in all the best 
restaurants. 


VELL —NO 
VURMS HERE- 
BUT VE HAFF 
FUN, YAH?! 


FEED MY 
CALVIN ? 


AND HOW DOES ONE RID HIMSELF OF TAPE WORMS? Not easily. 
As Dr. Boos explains in his book, the parasites attach 
themselves to the intestinal lining with the tiny "teeth" 
that are not readily detached through the usual dietary 
methods of flushing. He does give one case example of a 
successful exorcising. "The patient fasted for nine days, 
all the while drinking increased levels of special vita- 
pada mins -~ orer Ros wees intervals, the patient would 

rou hover his buttocks above a i - 
that are = are ice tid Cae Lek ice ae ually the tape worm Said trobtin GatEee 
Sausage casing. If found, the patient (i swinging like a disturbed snake. The hospital staff was 
harboring (Tape Worms) ." , snt. (is) most. surely able to gently coax the remainder of the worm from the 
patient. The patient later said that the sensation felt 
as if he had passed a softball." 
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Hic detection is a fairly simple, if disgusting, 
Medicine As Dr. Manfred Boos of the Cornell School of 
one Sim gta in his 1974 book, EXCAVATING THE TAPE WORM, 
ebalt hee to “acquire a firm stool and place it in 
cheiis 1 with a quarter cup of water. Leave it 

ight to soften and (the next) morning make diagonal 
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Various Artists- The East Side Sound (TR 022) 16 song vinyl 
compilation of great sounds recorded by Eddie Davis on © 
legendary East L.A. labels like Faro, Rampart, etc.. Arriba! LP 


T. Lance & The Coctails- "Why'/'Abba Dabba Do Dance" (TR 021) 
Whoever this guy is, he can sure sing! Great punk back-up by 
Chicago's late lamented Coctails. Suave sleeve 7" 


Various Artists- Fast Track! (SR 1009) Wild 16 track instrumental 
album. Early 60's guitar mania from The Panics, Bailey's 
Nervous Kats, Los Perdidos & 13 others. LP 


Jr. and His Soulettes- Psychodelic Sounds (HMM 954/5) Johan 
Kugelberg's favorite album! Need we say more? Pre-teen 
Oklahoma soul/funk/psych. mania from 1970! LP/CD 


LP's $8 CD's $12 7" $3 add $2.50 for 4th class/$4 UPS 
overseas write first.. As heard on WFMU! Free catalog! 
Telstar Records P.O. Box 1123 Hoboken, NJ 07030 
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I Di@ READING MY PRESS... You'RE COOL Y FUCK YOU AND Your 
.... MAN..I AM §0 FUCKIN’ JEALOUSY, MATE! 
COOL: I'D BET I COULD WRITEAY I'LL PROVE IT!TLLWRITE 
SONG ABOUT A PIECE OF MYOWN + THE SONG AND WE'LL BE 
SHIT, AND IT'D SoaR TO THE 1 TTT SPORTING ABOLT IT! MV 
SPOT ON THE CHARTS! Re 6TAGH AGAINST YOURS 
ant i 2 oe SAYS I CAN DO IT! 


I HAVE THREE LIDS OF PRIMO WEED 
650ME BELLADONNA,SIX GRAMS OF 
PERUVIAN MARCHING POWDER, TWELVE 
WAGON WHEELS, FOURTEEN PERCODANS 
AND GEVEN HITS OF WINDOWPANE.. 
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TIME TO HAND OVER 
7 Your STASH! I GOT 
B. vA BEATIADMIT IT! 
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nad VE YOU MADE IT HAPPEN 
JUST LIKE You SAID! 
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